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CHAPTER  I 
THE  EMPTY  MAIL  GIG 

to  keep  a  hone  andS  ^;^  *  "^l*"*  Pe™ission 

Town  to  US  meant  Eastn™,  1°^'''"  fr<«°  *own. 
Hany  went,  laTa^v  ti^''  ""*  ^**'*'  «<>  »Wch 
l^d  ».  It  ^Twl*^  """^  tte  woods 
-deed,  is  stflj,  tho4h  i^rSL^^'  ^^-  »<'• 
coming  within  eight*  J^of^  '*"b^ /"^^  "  '^"''''y 

:JSs^*«^»«"-pp»«»«iith'^*  :t  »ys^ 

a  ride  have  I  gotl«TSs^r,'«r^<l  Many 
one  on  sprines— bln«  i^r^  '  "'"<*  was  a  light 
"ith  red,  Snd^^'S^™?-*' shafts.  panS 

cart  anywhere.  At  ^t^l  ^f^K  l°"  "'"'''  *»"  the 
could,  quite  a  nnle  a^v  LVK^"''"^^^  boys 
thecart,  there  was  no^ta^;^  '*'S4~'"  *»*« 
ner-s  hoise,  which  wm  hS^  ^^'^  ^^-  th'  car- 


3  DEEP  MOAT  GRANGE 

few  that  pass  Breckonside— Seager's,  and  Lord  George's, 
and  Bostock's,  the  Original  and  the  Real  Original, 
both,  and  in  old  days,  so  my  father  tells  me,  Womb- 
well's  itself.  Oh,  a  great  place  for  circuses  is  Breckon- 
side I 

I  will  teU  you  about  it.  Breckonside,  where  I  live, 
is  a  good  big  village  about  ten  miles  from  the  big 
town  of  East  Dene,  where  there  are  docks  and  a  floating 
landing-stage,  and  a  jail — everything  modem  and  up 
to  date— with  railways  and  electricity  cars,  and  a 
theatre  every  night  almost,  and  tramcars  that  you 
can  hang  on  behind,  and  mostly  everything  that 
makes  a  boy  happy— that  is,  for  a  day. 

But  still,  give  me  Breckonside  for  steady.  Why, 
there's  only  one  policeman  in  Breckonside,  and  he 
owes  my  father  for  his  grocer's  bill— oh,  ever  so  much  ! 
I  shall  not  tell  how  much,  but  he  knows  that  I  know. 
More  than  that,  he  always  tells  his  wife  what  he  is 
going  to  do,  and  where  he  is  going  to  go,  and  she  tells 
Mrs.  Robb,  her  neighbour  over  the  hedge,  and  Mre. 
Robb  tells  Mrs.  Martin,  and  Mrs.  Martin's  Tommy  tells 
me,  or  else  I  lick  him.  So  we  know.  We  like  our 
policeman  in  E  eckonside.  He  can  make  lovely 
whistles  out  of  bore-tree,  and  his  name  is  Codling. 

You  can  see  the  sea  from  Breckon  Hill,  which  is 
wooded  to  the  top,  only  by  climbing  up  a  tree.  And 
away  to  the  north,  Scotland  way,  you  can  make  out 
the  hills  called  Cheviots,  like  a  long,  low,  blue 
cloud. 

But  about  the  Bewick  carrier,  Harry  Foster,  the 
thing  is  just  this,  and  it  is  a  Mystery.  I  saw  the  red 
and  blue  cart  come  in — ^the  piebald  pony  lame,  and 
the  splashboard  all  leaves  and  blood,  but  no  Harry 
Foster  to  be  seen  anywhere. 
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«otoS:it^"J3S:>^.  «;>«  the  school  had  to 

keep  away  their  chuSen    »  f h  ^T'*"  '»*  ^-M 
always  made  Mr.  Mm^m      ""y  '""'^:    and  that 

"^-hopping.  indeS     He'didlt'^'r'™^''''  4 
anyway,  at  the  best  of  timL  k        **"'«  ^Bsenten 
'gainst  him  when  he  wS  ^t"*  *'«'''  ^ad  voted 
or  something.    And  it  ,^*'i  °  ^  '^'^'"■^  "ffi^er, 
(as  Elsie  said)  for  him  t^Se'^ed*??  '"^«l"i™wood 
■nn^ter's  son.  playing  "  ^Z^J'^"'-  "•«  Wesleyan 
^bte.  when  hef^^em^'X^eU  m'  i'  'l?**  "  '^^ 
Churchman  and  parish  ctekSl^"'/"^'  "  8°«d 
clmm  to  half.*mpty  ben^t   '1'°  "".tfachmg  cate- 

rap  with  his  cane  on  t^^i  "*  r??  S'"**^  and 
time  with  an  eve  on  v  J^'  "**  *"<*  fault-all  the 
Wheatly)  and  B«  Ovmt  ^  <"''  '^  »»•« 't 
P'ter  McNab  and  Sa^^  Auld  Lr  *  ^'P*^*'  '"1 
by  their  names,  were  pLC^  .'*'"'■  ««  yn  can  see 
"ho  called  thei  oS^f^^'^^^^-.and  bit  anyl^ 
and  good  fighters)  "'  ^"'«  »'  «>e  Scotch  kirk 

»»4CraL7^\-«y.howtowalkhumbly 
whipped  the  girls.  too°^'  T^  *  "yP'«  <^.  and  he 
comes  after.  He  whip^^Ji*°PPr^  l^-  »«  that 
'c^ctting  one.  and  at  W^f^'J^J""™^.  without 
alley-taw  he  would  sco^J^S^,*""  <"  Ned  Tiger's 
«ne  more  unfortm.ate*o  ^op  '^  '"'^ '»''  *«°ver 

h™  .»  school,  and  ^th  »  hi!,  f  ,  ^"*  '^  ''^  "nly  met 
wajji  between  his  eT«  we  ^VT  "™^«  ^^t 
''"'faess  of  heart,  afai.^  p^"'  *"  "^^'ve  in  his 
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school  only  the  king,  the  head  of  the  Church,  is  greater 
than  I.  Like  him,  I  reward  the  virtuous,  and  I  punish 
the  naughty  I  "  ^^^ 

We  thought  within  us  that  virtue  must  be  scarce  in 
Breckonside  school.  For  as  yet  but  few  of  the  rewards 
had  come  our  way.  Of  punishments  there  was  never 
any  lack,  as  our  skins  well  knew. 

"  Some  rascals  were  in  my  garden  last  night,"  said 
Mr.  Mustard,  "to  the  overturning  of  my  potted  gera- 
niums. The  size  of  his  boot  was  a  number  six,  Uke 
what  are  sold  at  Provost  Yarrow's  shop.  I  will  flog 
all  the  boys  with  number  six  boots  bought  at  The 
Shop,  unless  the  culprit  confesses.    Show  boots." 

We  showed  them,  putting  them,  as  commanded,  on 
the  wooden  desks  with  a  clatter  that  made  the  ink 
leap  in  the  dirty  bottles.  We  did  that  on  purpose. 
Quiet,  boys,  till  I  compare  them,"  said  Mr.  Mustard. 
"Stand  out,  you— Tommy  Bottle— you  have  on 
number  six  I  " 

Tommy  Bottle  dug  his  knuckles  into  his  eyeholes 
and  whined  :   "  Please,  sk,  I  was 

"  Don't  answer  me,  sir  I  "  cried  Mr.  Mustard ;  "  how 
dare  you  ?    Bring  me  the  long  cane  I  " 

"  But,  please,  sir,  I " 

"Thomas  Bottle,  your  punishment  is  doubled  I " 
shouted  the  master,  bringing  the  pointer  down  across 
Tommy's  legs,  as  a  kind  of  "  lick  and  a  promise." 
He  needn't.  Tommy  knew  well  enough  what  was 
coming. 

"  If  you  please,  Mr.  Mustard,"  I  caUed  out,  "  it  was 
me  that  sold  Tommy's  father  that  pair  of  boots  this 
mormng  in  my  father's  shop,  so  Tommy  couldn't  have 
broken  your  flowerpots  last  night,  with  these  boots 
on  his  feet  I  " 
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■■'^'rl^^"-  "^  **«  ■»«««. turning  upon  «.- 

I^.  and  Dorky  Cobb-S  B^'b^*^  Grey,Eb«n 

But  before  puniiment  b^n^  .^' 
the  master'.  evMT^,  ^     '  P"*  "^  »*»  be'ow 

1  shall  have  to  tell  mv  fa*h-..       j  V         ^*       ^^^ 
because  nobody  «UI  »L,^"'  ""'  ""^  *™'*  "ke  «. 

buy  boots.  it'^yZTtoZ  "Zil^J"^  "^"P  "> 
school  I"  J'  «»  10  De   punished    for   i(    at 

I  always  called  him  Mr  Mn^.^A  u 
only  boy  in  the  schZ  ^h;,^    T^f '  ^"^  '  *"  «he 

M«.t  people  in'CCliiL  re  'a^tll  1  "^  !**""• 
So  I  got  them  off  at  *h,tT^  v  ^  °'  "y  '»">er. 
master  ^ted^bG«l^n,r'-'  '»".P'««>tly  the 
knew  perfecUy^T,^  ."*;«»'''»«'  *°"8''  ■>« 
the  les«,n  was  not  ov«  Sf  hT  h  ^.^'  "•  ^-^ 
lot  of  them-Fred  ZTptl  f^  *°*  "'™  ***!»  the 
me.  of  ZJ  ^^  *°"*  ^'^y  »<>  all-except 

and  Mr.  Mustard  eot  all  1^.         '  •  "°  *^  "^t  coat, 

his  coals,  his  S!:rfri'^nx':?:'^  '*^"°"y 

was  supposed  to  settle  Wsl^coMt  "       P'   ""^  *"« 
gave  my  father  a  littl.  k™  *^'='"mt  once  a  year.    He 

the  time  to  ^t  ttt^Sl"  «''f^''i  *"»  "  «« 
"e  never  paid  ve^  mSTo.^"  '™'"  **  '>*^--  "« 

sol^4rm;ttKTttT' ''''™  '  '*«'•  -x' 
««ne.    Mr.  i„Sd  nevS^'a^i""*'  ""  "^  «»« 

never  asJied  a  question.    He 
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•"y  knew  thi.,  and  IS  ,o  '  *"*  busm^se,.  The 
«"1>.  too,  •ometimes  •  thm.»i,  «r  5T  ""PP"*  — 
»i<fe  to  b.  „y  fa,Ser".r  *  «°°<'  "^  »  B-^kon- 

l»d  multiplication  table'^Si  ^Vti,h^*r" 
thm,  aware  of  themselves.  So  whUe  Mr*M  '  .*^'"*P 
"■bbmg  hi,  spectacles  and  t?W  ™  "^-  ^„ti*^''  *" 
away  than  half  an  hoar.  I  toolTfurm  „^  '""«" 
cut  a  smart  oellct  with  Vt       j   V  "^  ^'""  Pm  and 

poUto'^eSl^^raL'  ht':;th1her'  "'/'^  "' 
and  with  my  prettv  tinv^r™,  ,    ^P""«  """'le. 

had »  L^;„^-':'stZi«r''^ 

da^Id'Tt^^^irri™" '^■«>'  that 
had  been  ,0  ^h^'^i^'^J^^ff^-    WeB.  I 

which  was  surely  eiou.h  .k^„  I .'  °'  **"  "techism, 
So  soon,  therrfi^e  ""ttelTaS"  '"T  <^y' 
the  street  towards  the  b^Xrl^,^.  "^^  *"™ 
a  Uttle  cottage  bv  fh,.  3        ^  ^^"^''house— 

With  Virginia^ee^'td^^  2t  f^"^"^  "'" 
the  •■  outworker  "  «rith  wL^v.'  ^^  "'"'=5'  ^-^Sar, 
and  the  neighj„rs!^d  «  w«    ^  '"'"*•  ""  "l""'  P^Of 
make  such'a  flart^tolj^r^^'^n^  *<'"'<' 
was  rich  and  could  afford  trbuypt.tt,ro™     ""  "  '^^ 
-•    But  everything  that  N^^^"»  "."^S 
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X^^Zr'l:^.  -  -•  — «"  '0  «fc  wiU.  her. 

kept  Mends  witih  J^/^ '  ^  ^**™'"'  "<'  I  '""d 

nomoae  about  her-no  love  and  si^ff  ^'  "'."° 
they  caU  rrntv  Inn  w  »  ?  .  ""•  *'"  *»»  "hat 
the  way  Lb  L^^,  ^  m?P  ***"*  "  »««  feast, 
did.  NeSym„™°H!?"''"'*''"*«'''"i»«asI 
WeU  S,T^,T«  ~*''^'^*''^8'»"df.ther. 

stanK'Tbit  from  th^r'/*^''  ""'S'    '"ich 
one  .de.  ^dte^:^"  ."^JTc^  » i"^' ^d  at 

Our  man  iX  faJZ  *  "If"  »  dogcart  aU  the  way. 
has  ttToite  "  8"">«  wth  a  cargo  of  paint.    Fath« 

«X^!  rtU'^%r^r  «  -  a"  very 
to  "  kin  "  but  tho*  »».       ^  w  be  as  rich  as  ever  was. 

Mr.  M^aiS^l^*:  b^tlT"  *"  "™'  '™"  "^^ 

now.  AndlSt  a1  iZ  '  "«^  ''*'  *»  '°^'  do™ 
she  pointed  o'v^  ^  st^dTl*  ^  .J  *t 'P*^- 
She  could  see  som^l^  fcouWrt"-*  ^'"'' "*">»« 

voice't^^-;^:*'^  *^' '  ■■  '^^  »«■•    A«d   he. 
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see  that,  even  ^Tb^  ^^'      '' "  ""  **»y  *» 
suddenly  old     But  h„  ^'    T  f^  '""K  and  I  felt 

piebald^pT'byttebridL^'L'  ""*^'  ^  «"*  *•■« 
h«f^fS/A^drcSSetfhaTbr&"^ 

like  a  hu^T^  ^^Ih^**  ""«  j-  ber  eye,  q„i,e 
her  f«t  at  ol""l  wt'^r^T  14°  "^Sr *.1? 

•     iJ^  LZ,^:''""^'^ '-'■    She  had  looked 
"  ■"»!^'s  Wood  I  ••  she  gasped.    "  O  loe  I  " 

1  can't  i  ••  ^°  *""*  '  ■''"'J'  Joe-you  look 

on^fste^TtL-ed^'ck'^Bnt  T^A  f  ""^  "^  '«" 
Wg  fellow  and  SttiTtn  f "  A**^  ' '"  ™'  ^>^  » 

a  big  darkish  ^-^^rt^of  tiZ^Z^J^  T 
and  there  were  cuts  <!.»♦  »,, j  v  ^  "e  seat, 

scattered  Xtbou^e^  ™  ,r,^  ?*'''  "'"  »"  «« 
cart.  11,8  whin  h*;/!!!  *'"'  '^y  """"om  of  the 
inches  ib^Ta.  ^r^  ™'  ^S"'  »«  '^'e  or  fou^ 
lay  ov„  t^:  foli^if'^r'  '"'^'-  '»<'  the  lash 
re^dened.^^if'TS'c.^J^'  S'llt'  T  '^ 

luere  were  no  maU  bags,  no  parcels  for  Bewfclr  lfn<^. 
-«oth,ng  at  all  in  the  pc«t  Lp  exc^t  wS^/'Ce 
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told.  And  it  was  quite  enough  for  me.  I  got  down 
and  we  aU  took  the  road  to  the  police  station  as  qvTk 
as  the  pony  could  hmp.    I  did  this  because  I  knew  it 

rf.       ?!T^  P^^  *°  S^-'^^*  ^ause  old  Silver- 
buttons  Codhng  was  the  least  good 

And  in  the  crack  of  a  thumb  I  had  the  whole  village 

Ikept  gomg  on.  calhng  out  to  the  folk  to  get  out  of  the 
way. 

Thm  my  father  came,  and  I  stopped  for  him  and 
he  looked  the  trap  aU  over  very  carefaUy,  as  ff^'w^e 
somethmghewasgoingtotakeat  a  valuation. 

Then  he  said  out  loud :  "  This  is  a  bad  business  • 

tiedtrlS!  l^  ^T^  "&  "'  »"'^  "y  ''''her  ahnost 
«ttM  twL^lf  ^  m  Breckonside,  and  so  it  was  a 
settled  thuig  that  if  my  father  thought  one  thing,  the 
«c«,  without  any  ill  feeling,  would  take  the  op|;^te 

"And  why,  Mr.  Yarrow,  why,  may  I  ask?  An 
accident  is  much  more  admi^iblellin  t4  qm^  pari^ 
nehor«  has  nm  away.    See  how  lame  h2  is,  »^e 

SS^in^;"*.""?^  ^th  an  axe  or  othW  sha^ 
wea^  m  older  to-to-to  rid  himself  of  the  furioJi 
»>nial-.to  get  loose,  in  short,  a  foohsh  thing  to  do  I 
**?"*•  ""*  »,^<*  circumstanoes-I  do  not  set-1" 
No.  Mr.  Alderson.  that  is  just  it,  you  do  not  see  " 

rn^^f  ttLt"^"  '"■"  '"^  '""^"■-  "•"'*  «^  yo" 

dJtJ^rfC  1^^  *^^  V^-  '""■''"6  for  arguments  m 
n^1.=  v^  ^""^  'J"''*'  "  there  il  the  lash. 
There  has  been  an  accident,  you  see.    Perhaps  poo^ 
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^""M  account  to  i^ZL^"  *»'  i"*™*"-  That 
r^bti^  blood.  Z^  T^T^  "^  »  «"^  Mtee 
butt  of  the  whip"    *^  '"»■  tte  lash  cut  from  the 

ItlL^I^^J^t^J^^^itto,^  in  his  fingers. 

Hat  than  roun/  and  ^c;^,^^^:^"  ''^*'  "*" 
"id.'^l'^iht^^kn'f  l«'^^t«'s  Whip,,  he 
This  is  a  ^y^^^Zi^"^'  r"  '^ «"'  ^4 
fi»g««  that  wrought  ^t  patt^'^'  ""*  '  '"°>-  *^' 


:^l^KPi&^S 
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y  HERE  was  no  more  thought  of  school  that  day- 

nfh-       u^^  °"  *^^  P^  -^  Mr.  Mustard  nor  of  anv 
of  his  scholars.    All  the  world  (but  not  his^fe~^v 

f^m^^l      P'°^^'''°"'^^^'-    It  was  the  to 
Nnw^i^  ^""^^  *^°^  ^  Breckonside. 

jived  long  in  tZ^\  X^r^th^T  e^^n^^ 
no  man's  foe.  not  even  his  own ;  a  steady.  ^wX' 

SL  ^t'  ,ri\^^  ^  Harbishkw.  thlX^: 
mistress,  to  be  trusted  with  untold  gold  "  or  JTaf 
w^much  more  (departmentally).  with',!La^^ 

The  telegraph  was  no  doubt  workine  hard  to  hr,n« 
up  officers  from  East  Dene.  Chfton^dTor^by^f 

male  Z„M.'^'  Tt    ^^^*^^'  how^etdl'  the 

B^  E&  w     «^«?°^id«  Po^ed  no;thwaxd 
out  lijsie  and  I  got  away  the  very  first. 

<;hi  ""^^^J^^^  to  stay  at  home,  but  she  would  not 

tt  Se  L"r  '"f  r'  ^-«  -  '^^'  ^ouse'by 
tne  Bridge  End.  she  said,  than  with  me.    So  as  I  could 

not  refuse  Elsie  many  things,  of  comse  she  had  to 

com:  ^ttf  ^°"^-  •^'-'  ^^^  -^dt: 

come  at  any  rate,  permission  or  no  permission.    It 
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So  I  was  very 


This  is  a  rare  pLe  ^S^^^^.'^'T  ^'°»«>n- 
year,  but  specMyl^  autaml^^  **  *"  **"«  «'  «he 
that  grow  Z^ZT^'^r  °' *«  """"'le, 
gorse  bushes.    ArtistrMfaL^**^^  ^  ^^^  *ith 
from  East  Deuelm^tet't '*J  T*?  ""  **  ™y 
I  fouud  it  good  to  bir^^2?y°  ??  j'-    ^"d  Elsie  and 
««ross  the  waste     One  f7.K  ',  P"°  **'«  two  roads 
Elsie's  c„ttage.td  a:  Itt^'i^tl™*  °«r'  J"^* 
was  the  road  which  Harro^r  **  "«''t ;  that 

f»ght  before.  He  hSn^ SS"toTw™ *'*«' «>« 
The  otters  for  that  distSct^mdV??.  °"-*l"  ™y- 
"""ong  post  carriere  ,oL^„  d  ."^fhvered  by  the 
tatog  the  farj^a^^  ^^  ^  ^^Stay'"'"''  '"'^ 

on  the  road."  '     ^^  °^  anything  that  is 

lo^k^'of^  "^dS"^'"  ^'^  ^^'  giving  «e  a 
the  cart  ?    m'    ^t       ^°"  remember  the  Wes  i^ 

Il-dLlTo^ghfofS'a^^-  'f^'^^  fr- " 
nothing  of  that  sfrt  on  toe  Be^fv  tt?"^'  *^^^  ^ 
than  Sparhawk  Wo^  wh.r?K  ^P*°°  ^^^d  nearer 
throws  a  spur  acroSihe  R       ,*^^  *^^  ^°^*  forest 

nearly    all  the  wav  Z^^    \  ^^^^  ^^re  trees 

Breckonside.    BuTtoen^^y^T  *^'  ^"^^  ^"d  <>* 

then,   as  official  postman,   Harry 
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Foster  had  his  route  marked  out  for  him,  and  there 
was  nothing  to  take  him  toward  the  left-indeed. 
nothing  but  farms  and  trout  streams  aU  the  way  to  th^ 
Cheviots.  *^ 

So,  tike  dogs  on  a  live  scent,  Elsie  and  I  stretched 
across  the  moor  by  the  Moor  Ctint  footpath  as  fast 
as  our  legs  would  carry  us.  The  rest  of  the  search 
parties  from  the  village  kept  to  the  road,  going  slowly 
and  searchmg  mmutely.  But  I  was  sure  that  Elsie 
was  right  and  that  whatever  there  was  to  find  would 
he  beyond  the  array  of  dark-green  fir  trees  which  stood 
like  an  arro"  across  our  path. 

It  was  kiivi  of  quaky,  too,  I  admit,  going  along, 
gettmgnearej  and  nearerall  the  time.  Fo?,  when  you 
came  to  thmk  about  it,  there  might  be  a  murderer  any 
where  about  there,  waiting  for  you.  But  Elsie  did  not 
seem  to  mmd.    Elsie  always  knew  just  what  to  do,  and 

""T^nr-."?  T^r^™^  "^^*  ''^^  ^  ^^°^.  either. 
»  r^^  ll\^''^  ^""^  *°^*^  y^'^  ^^t  Elsie  Stennis 
was  hke  WeU  nothing  very  particular  at  that  time- 
only  a  talhsh  shp  of  a  girl,  who  walked  tike  a  boy,  a 
first-rate  whistler,  and  a  good  jumper  at  a  ditch.  She 
aJjj^ys  had  her  hair  tied  behind  her  head  with  a  blue 
nbbon  and  thenfaUing  aUin  a  messabout  her  shoulders 
It  wouldn  t  stop  stiU,  but  blew  out  every  way  with  the 
imd,  and  was  such  a  nuisance.  I  would  have  had  it  cut 
off  but  Elsie  wouldn't.  It  was  yeUowy  coloured. 
In  spite  of  this,  Elsie  was  a  first-rate  companion 

Indmi  I  generaUy  did  what  she  said,  not  because  I 
didn  t  know  as  well,  but  because  it  kept  her  in  a  better 
tempCT.  Her  temper  was  tike  kindting  wood,  and  I 
hate  being  bothered,  unless,  of  course,  it  is  something 
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?fl^^'  : 


You  mustn't  think  we  »»-^  - 
i^  tha,  to  find^ZuTS^"^,'^'"  e"*^  »« 
»ee.  we  iMd  always  livT  i-  .Y^  "'"•  °^-  /<>" 
think  that  any  Z  ^H^]^^^''^  ^^'t 
In  town  I  was  scared  n..»  J  w  '"*"  *«  <»nM. 
»  front  of  a  tS  L  "y  "f  '«'*  '  ^onJd  "ip 
finrt  tune  she  W^'o^e  onS  f^  "'"'  •»>«  «"« 
■n  ««  country  we  ZT^'^t"^  '•'^'»-    B« 

the  road  a]ongTbkS^7C:''  '°  «"«  ««dlU, 
load  of  letteii  and  mCiI  ^^  '""'  ">"■«  "^th  his 
and  where,  no  d^bt'^^^n^iSy  '^^  *^*  ■»<»»*"« 
fffohing  for  his  body^°  T^L^^^  "?*  '^"  th« 
Wt  our  feet  on  its  i^,  Jth  "Ot  deny  that  when  we 
bit  slower,  Elsi"  ^dT^  Z^t  "»*  *'  '"nt  a 
really  mind,  of  comi  but  h,.?^  ''""'•  ^e  didn't 
*e  saw  to  it  thatTh.  K  'w  **  """t  slower.    And 

picked  up  he^  X*  Sh^tsttr  =""'  ^^ 
than  I  was.  She  said  ,L,  k  *^  ™nner-better 
for  me,  but-weS,^o  'r^S     *  "°""  '«'^*  *»ited 

the  C:  Z  yX^m^*  '^^  ""bon  laid  across 
-no  black  heap,  nothiT  R.?^  '  *"  ""^^  there 
<"•  The  highly  toflil' ti!  '!.'"**  """Jd  not  see 
hawk  Wo<7v^suStSvr"  !i""'  P'"^"*  "to  Spar- 
We  stood  on  thTs^  a^l?„T  "^  ^-^  8'oomy. 
know  why,  and  Dri^tr.  ""*  sunshine-I  don't 

Elsie  dec£^.™^3'*^  got  an  awful  start.    FoJ 
move  among  some  bracked  do»„Kl.'**'°"''«>lnS 

I  got  ready  to  tm    Trh        ,^  *''*  ''"™Kie. 
when  Elsie  <iueS  ™ba^     "^  '  '"'^  «^»  started. 

shl'SieS.  °^I  ^te  ^eH  r  ■^"  P^cher." 

»««  'he  patch  on   the  left  kn« 
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Nance    Edgar  sewed    it 
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of   his   trousers, 
saw  her." 

And  as  neither  of  us  were  in  the  least  afraid  of  Davie 
Elshiner.  ahve.  dead,  asleep,  awake,  drunk  sobTr 
Lir^  "»*^ediate  state,  we  hailed  him.  But  he 
did  not  answer  our  shouts.  So  we  went  to  look  Anrf 
as  we  went  I  said  to  Elsie.  "  What  if  he  h^'hj^t 
witn^  to  the  deed  and  they  have  killJ^  Wm.  ^"l  " 
Come  on.  she  said,  grabbing  me.  "  let's  see  anv 
way-we  can't  stop  now  I  "  ^'  ^^ 

aJ\f*^  ''*^^'\*^^  '^"^^  f^tt  us/"  I  could  hardly 
get  the  words  out.  I  was  not  frightened,  only  I  seS 
to  lose  my  voice.  Fmmy.  wasn't  it  ?  El^e  S 
me  down  quick,  and  said,  nastily,  that  if  I  was  S 

Afraid  f  Me  afraid  !  Likely  !  Would  I  have  been 
there  ii  I  had  been  afraid  ?  But  it  w^  ^° 
nght  enough,  and  we  were  both  relieved  M^hlT: 
gc^  backful  of  fish,  regular  preserv:^tat./^u1<: 
that  never  could  have  been  got  except  in  iJie  dS^^ 
^IsontheBramBum.  TTiey  were  aU  done^^in 
fem  leaves  as  nice  as  ninepence.  and  as  f reckly  ^ 
Fred  AUen  s  nose.    But  Davie  had  stopped  by  tS 

»f  ^"^K^^"**  ^  ^y^-    "^  ^^  ^^^'  not  so  much 

tit    bSrt  '^  "°^  "*'  heather-he  was  usS  to 

Im!.7v     !*  ff"'^  "'•    ^^  h«  looked  all  lomid 
about  hun  to  take  his  bearings. 

"  What  are  you  doing  so  far  from  home  ?  "  he  asked 
sit^^  up  on  his  elbow.    "  Tl.e  dominie  wS  thIS 
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"Davie."  said  Elsie   "did  «« 
thw  moming  ?  ••   ™*'     ***^  yo«  see  Hany  Foster 

I  was  in  his  cart,  lasse  u  '  '^y«'"  ^e  said 
or  «arket~I  Xot  l^*  te^f^  ««  ^  Wt  to  S* 
_.  "  I>avie."  I  said,  "  teU  J^-  ^?"  ^'^^  '  " 

"OwU^"l'^ir""""'«*ed  eagerly 
Wit?-  ter'S^"  5J -^"  but  can 
^  «»meys  and  l^l^'T^'.  T»««'8  a  deal  of 
Davie  for  the  odd  snar»  k!'    ,     ''**  *  P'<*  at  poor 

«»o--three  flies  newly^^-   j^d  I  gave  Hany 
*<1  yon  hear  ?  .      "      "**"•    ^e  added  hoarsely 
Yes,"  said  I  "  i 
the  leather  aproi."    '*"  "'"'•    ^hey  were  stuck  in 

^^Ji^th'^^L.^^h^dinaa^uraged 
Wee  a  doctor.  tressed  it,  feeling  it  aU  over 

•■  ^•»' 'eared  ye  are  no  worth  thrippen,,..  he  said. 
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PLSIE  and  I  cheered  him.     We  would  do  what 
-L'    we  could,  which  truly  was  not  much     B«tT 

prom^sedformyfather.whosi^armwL  0^"^^^^^^^ 
side,  reachmg  even  to  East  Dene     ButiZlT 
shook  his  head.  ^"*  ^^^  P*'^^^^' 

"  They  will  get  poor  Davie.    They  will  nut  it  on 
hmi-yes,  for  sure!"  he  reoeated     An^  f        .u- 
mdancholy  conclusion  heVJnotlo  I^mot^    H^ 
offered  to  accompany  us.  however,  on  "arch 
And  we  wereglad  of  that,  because  w;  were  quite^ure 

tn  T/  ,     ^^}'^°  '"  ^^^  narked.    Two-you  want 

I^d^tkXrdg^'  ^'^'^^^"-  ^^-yoHcar 

the'LttuI  !!i:h°'f  P'^^'^^  *°  *^^^^  »^  fi^h  under 
.       iney  are  Davie's  only  chance  "  he  «i*l    ••  ♦»,«, 
Bjust  a  possibility  U.at  ,Le's  ^^'aJlaJTto  Da^?: 
tasket.    He  has  catched  so  many    of  the    Duke's 

rixvre'J^r^er  r -"^''  ^^ 

a  man  as  well  I  "  °^*  '"^'^  ™* 

his"^'  C'  fr'  't"'  i""  *'  P°^*  ^«  had  got 
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«•  bold  a.  to  My  Th.  miJ  r""  ■">'  '"»«  »«*« 
"oaed  up  with  ^;  ,S.L  W  >"*  "^  "ny  l«W 
'airly  q.5..,  not^C^'.?.^/    »"' '  k«M 
on  my  back.  "        ^  "J"'  **«  fialnng  basket 

So  he  caie  along  (ritt^  ^!f  '"''  '"'^"""derer. 
bad  had  With  the^creTtatri^' •'  '"^ ''^  "« 
I  was  t^Jing  storiiK    o«j^ 

throwing  up  his  hand  ^^'  «"ddenJy 

o'^'vi^&'htrrfe  *^^s"^  *"*■-'» 

from  the  post  gig.  ^^  ^**P^  "Pon  the  bank 

wateSre/'  ""'"^  *'^  ^^^^  ^^  went  down  to  the 

^y^'thl  "^isVZrZ^^  ^'  ^<^«--> 

^  going  no  faster  than  a  V^'  t^\  ^^  ^^^ 
deeply  impressed,  and  as  it  ^^'n.  V"^"^  ^«"« 
you  could  even  see  where  K^I^T'  T^^'^  ^^  ^^' 
»ng  her  lame  foot,  wS   „f^^  ®^  ^^^  "^^  W 
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pawed  and  cut  about  in  little  crescent  diics  at  if  a 
hone  had  got  wearied  standing  and  wanted  to  !»♦  n« 
Th«^a  that  the  wH«>U:rrj?^ 

"  He  has  talked  to  aomebody.  he  ha*  taken  othiM. 

thMi-fooI  that  I  was-thinking  of  nothing  but  Um 
Dukes  sUIy  trout  in  the  bum  ^nder" 
Without  sp«king  we  foUowed  on,  tiU   the  Brom 

Jir,^^?.?^'^'*'  *"''  "'  ""y^  <•»«<»  "»«  vi«t  itZ 

DaWe^°'.:^h^  trglndev^^; °"' ^* i*' 
time  *^'  °  *^*^y  ^<^  ^««" 

^^''Snlrv^o'e^tf^^-;-- 

fhll  ♦w°''*  1?"^  ^y  ^°^*°^'*  certificate  to  tell  us 
1,1,     K  '""'  ^^°°^'  ^^  ^«  J««^  very  weU  thaf  we 

wth.    But  of  the  earner  himself  we  could  seenotW 

StieTL'e't^tr^f'.rl^*  ^"^  speStrd'lo'r 
dvies  Mice  we  thought  it  best  not  to  eo  farther 

Because  the  people  who  were  coming  along  tl^B^™: 
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the  Vot.  warning  htaS,^^  ^J?°t  ""  °'"^'  »» 

-a  'ti^?'a^-;':l^;iL  "  '  *^  «««  •"  I  "mow. 
after  trouts  with  3^  h"J^  ""^^  «°  "»  '»'  going 

Tie  village  moiC^.  •"  "*"  ••»  "d."      * 
the  waS  fi^?"r*  '1=^"*  *•»  «»a  and 
"here  the  i^lr  htS  .t^"?,"""'  ?»" "'■y  "  »tance.  •• 
in  Which  h?tadXt^*^l'^J"8'»"'' the  nook 
«»ark.  of  ouriAt  ^T,^,  f  "■*,^«'.  «th  the 

We  8tarted1«hrAr^,i  T'T^" *"»*!•• 
«ii»coveiie,.  and  a,  wirt  p?  ""^^  *»y  "«« 
fir.  above  our  hSu       "'  ^'  !«»'«>  »P  to  the 

H  r -Si*  a'Ted-'i^rdS:^'"  "■'  -*  """  — 

lan.T^iltri^L'iltrjr'^^'  '  ""»k." 
tion.  '^'^'''«a  paid  no  very  great  attei. 

h«!  S  w'^";^r'>»  P'^se  ten  me  where 

And  then  I'Z^  t"  ?'^Thfth'^'«? '  " 
meant  to  say.    There  u^L    ^f*— the  thing  that  she 
theSparhawk^an^L;'  X!°^y.*^  Scotch  fi„  « 
a  leaf  upon  i  |    mI  r^t^fT^^''^  ""^  °°«^th 

"  We  ^1  come  b^lcTfr""''  ^^  ^  ^«"«- 
Elsie/' and  see  whar4e^^'.'"°^^8;:  ^  said  to 
came  back  this  road  T"  ^^^*^^  ^^  °«ver 
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"  At.  indfted,  we  might  hmve  leen  before  thii  by  *he 
tingle  track*,"  she  added.  And,  indeed,  it  was  no 
great  discovery  after  aU.  But  old  CodUng  and  Uie 
vUlage  men  just  took  it  for  granted,  and  as  many  of 
the  farmers  and  even  my  father  came  in  conveyances 
♦•  re  was  soon  no  lack  of  tracks  all  over  the  road. 

i5ut  Elsie  and  I  kept  our  counsel  and  made  tryst  for 
the  morning.  It  is  terrible  to  get  bitten  with  the 
wanting  to  find  out  things.  The  more  you  know 
the  more  you  want  to  know. 

Next  morning  it  was  still  and  dear,  with  a  promise 
of  heat.  Elsie  had  asked  Nance  Edgar  if  she  could 
go.  but  I  had  dispensed  with  asking  my  father.  Indeed, 
so  long  as  he  was  assured  that  I  was  the  cleverest  boy 
in  school,  and  at  the  top  of  the  topmost  class,  he 
did  not  trouble  much  about  me,  having  other  things 
on  his  mind.  And  Mr.  Mustard  was  always  ready  to 
tell  him  all  that.  Besides  it  was  true.  I  was  not  so 
c'.-'er  as  Elsie,  and  I  did  not  pretend  to  be.  But 
I  a.uld  lick  everybody  in  Breckonside  school  into  fits. 
and  the  master  was  cowed  of  my  father.  I  think  he 
would  have  let  me  sit  on  his  tall  hat  I 

This  morning  was  a  Friday,  as  I  remember,  and 
there  were  plenty  of  men  searching  the  moor,  prowling 
about  the  woods,  some  with  picks  and  shovels,  some 
just  with  their  hands  in  their  pockets.  They  were 
looking  for  Harry  Foster.  The  East  Dene  poUce,  too, 
were  aU  about  the  edges  of  Sparhawk  Wood,  as  import- 
ant as  if  they  knew  all  about  it  but  wouldn't  tell.  One 
of  them,  posted  by  the  big,  black  patcl  o  keep  people 
off,  first  told  us  to  go  back,  and  then  asked  where  we 
were  going. 

Elsie  merely  told  him  that  so  far  as  she  knew  the 
road  went  further— on  to  Bewick  Upton,  in  fact. 
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lo  mate  him  civil  we  fnM  >.• 
Davie  Elshiner  wTs^v  f„^"  ?  "*"•  ">»«  that 

*w^Sif  VouCotf-^htS-;?"-.™;  "What 

"c  loia  toe  man  thaf  r^„  • 
suspected,  having  beenh.*"'  "^  a'raid  of  bein. 
also  how  he  was*s^  C  T  '"*"'«  "^8-^" 

J^y  -  W!^- M'S^t^- -J^  ^  head  dtead- 
bad  conscience  is  oi-  hJIf  7^''*  *"  "^^  "-at.  Ah  a 
^f  everything  we  «^d  «v  i^r"  '  '*  *=  ^^^'  " 
^t  to  ten  against  CSwT  ??";!'''«"«' 
wth  saying  that  he  wa^  thJz  ^/^  '"  >*  content 
such  a  thing.  becanse1^?^!,P^°  .'««*  likely  to  do 
and  that  they  might  a!  7,^^^^"  ^  ^P^*"^ 

This  last  remark  seem  JT  '^^  "*• 
Who  pjuied  out  a  fat  „„"^l  ■»?"■«»  the  policeman, 
dovm^  before  our  eyes.       ^"^  ^"^  "'""Jy  jotted  it 

"  to  su^^.J'S'e  St'SC^'T'^'"  ""^  "iO  Slowly 
""■ch  for  yo„  interiw^^?""*-  ^hank  you  ve™ 
voy  much,  indeed  I  "  *  '^'"""""cation-thank  yoi 
Ah,  you're  dottv  I  "  I  ,-ii  j 

^«  of  anger,  and  left  hi^^T  *°.^  »  »  "«"«. 

tackling  up  the  flap  of  t  ™  £d^«  ^^  and  slowly 

^o"n.''-?£p-^rtS^^  '^  "-"ich  hT 
fo»d  anythin^^t^-^^/^tend  «,  t  ^^^  ^^ 

But  at  any  rate  we  lieVfor  r^!*-  "^y-  '^  w  didn't. 
— ome.andwhere'Ih^^^^-^^.l-B^  , 

I 
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aU  simple  enough  and  quite  natural.  The  poor  beast 
had  got  a  fright  by  the  bridge  on  the  Bewick  road. 
She  turned  off  it,  therefore,  as  soon  as  she  ..^  iitd.  We 
found  the  wheel  tracks  leading  away  to  die  left  aioji? 
a  rough  moor  track.  The  cart  had  be  1  ^oing  tasf 
evidently  empty  or  at  least  very  lighv_y  bdei).  For 
there  was  little  depth  to  the  impression  even  in  fairly 
mossy  places,  but  the  rocks  and  stones  were  bumped 
and  scarred  with  the  iron  tire  as  the  wagon  rebounded 
from  side  to  side. 

We  soon  found  ourselves  making  for  the  highway, 
which  is  known  in  our  parts  as  the  Old  MiUtary  Road! 
It  goes  mto  Scotland  to  a  place  called  Longtown,  and 
beyond  that,  they  say,  to  Edinburgh  and  Glasgow. 
But  that  I  only  knew  from  hearsay.    At  any  rate  it 
was  old,  and  so  were  the  woods  all  about  it.    Centuries 
old  they  were,  and  the  fine  old  house  among  them  was 
caUed  Deep  Moat  Grange.    It  stood  right  in  the  middle, 
and  had  always  been  inhabited  by  rich  folk.    But,  only 
a  few  years  before,  my  father  had  done  it  aU  up  for  old 
Mr.  Stennis,  whom  they  called  the  Golden  Farmer, 
because  of  the  great  deal  of  money  he  had  made  farming 
and  dealing  in  cattle.    He  was  Uving  there  now,  and 
for  that  matter  was  Elsie's  very  own  grandfather.    We 
called  him  the  Unnatural,  because  he  would  have 
nothing  to  do  with  her— aU  because  of  something  her 
mother  had  done  long  ago,  before  Elsie  was  so  much  as 
bom.    But  he  was  a  lusty  old  cock  bird,  and  being  rich 
was    much    respected.    He    bred    Orst-rate  sporting 
temers  that  brought  in  a  power  of  money,  my  father 
said.    We  knew  aU  about  him,  too,  that  is  as  much  as 
any  one  knew,  because  Nance  Edgar  sometimes  worked 
t'.>erc  by  favour  of  the  farm  bailiff,  Mr.  Simon  BaU. 
Elsie  and  I  were  standing  at  the  turn  of  the  road  look- 


34 


\li 


DEEP  MOAT  GRANGE 


*:#- 


^S  at  the  tracks  nf  *u 

^  had  maS^tht  i'  "^^""^  ^^^^  Hany  Foster' 

^.  and,  of  couRe^°l!***»y  fetter  was^- 

don-t,  he  tells  the^'and  S^L'"""^  "^^    «  th^ 

w„  .  "^  "'"«<=«  do  business  with 

VveJi  Mr  Rail 

^  m  a  gabble  that  he  tadt^^'th^,'  "'  "««»"« 
wth  the  piebald  mare  com.  T  ■  ^*  ""«  ^d  red  cart 

-high  th::^o;"^~-theco„:j;f;thic^j 

Pght  out  on  the  moor.    He  Z.   L^"^  '°P^  and  look 
""■t  when  he  had  tmw  to  ^    ?^'"  "  "^  a  nmawav 
avenue,  he  could  o^  iTlt""  '°  '"«  ^^  of^' 
"Clang  ano  lurchmg  fr„m  ol^j  *  "'*  *J"a^  3  ^b 

about  the  G^^e'S^^'^f  ^h^^^^'t  iike  folk  co^^ 
So  I  have  heard  "  said  r  -     ?  '"'™« '  " 

"-"  "«».  and  no  t^;,':^J^^  was  on^Te  j 
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^h7r^  ^^r'y  ^^'"  "^^  ^'  Ball  hastily ;  "  and 
who  may  this  fine  young  lady  be-your  sister  ?  She 
seems  to  favour  you,  sir." 

"  f^'^  Stemiis,"  s^ys  I.  "  and  if  she  had  her  rights 
y^uj^ow  very  well  what  she  would  be  !    Your  yotg 

"  ^^  Stennis  ?  "   he  gasped,   "  not  poor  Bell's 
daughter— and  Robin's  ?  "  f"^*    oeus 

"  The  same  I  " 

wh«!:"ho"if.°- "  ""'^'  '^  '"»•  -"•  B"t 

The  bailiff  stopped.  aU  thrown  out  of  gear  much 

I  "nay  say  that  I  pray-that  thfday  may  come  X^ 
you  shaU  have  your  rights,  young  Ly/an  "l  IhS 
see  yon  crew  sent  about  their  busing  to  a  mad^ 

tr  ^r"'  '  **  *'  P'""  '"'  »"*  «  they  I  :Sere 
they  go.  I  must  be  off.  They  wiU  be  at  their  o^ 
oe^onmg  again, andMr.  Stemii  win  never  fo^Ve*^^ 

We  did  not  know  then  what  he  was  taUdng  about 
but  we  could  hear  over  the  green  tree  tops  the  so^d 
oU  comet  playfag  a  marching  tune,  and  WrveuSy 


.!■ 


CHAPTER  IV 
THE  GOLDEN  FARMER 

involved  Elsie's  fafh«  ^  „  ,k^'  '"'*  '«^<Be  " 

4"fhf  t;  re;:^r3ifT"",r"^  <"  »•-' 

and  was  tanned  Mke  ,  S  *"'?«"''«»  the  fields, 
books.  ShT^ktoat  w  "  "^""""^S  for  caxrying 
it  on  her.  (C&  ^V""  T?  »"''' "ave^ 
Elsie.  ^    '"**  '^"»e  she  had  been  kind  to 

Afterwards  I  found  out  tha»  ■^f.-      v 
snpperless  to  bed  tha?^e^ht  hf  "^  ""'^  «" 
eat  when  3he  came  ho^^^^^f  »»«thing  to 

But  when  Nance  Edgar  tattrf  T  „        •  . 
curious  kind  of  ouirt  I  k»;      T^.    '*  ***  *ith  the 
gentlefoS    Tb^l^Z""^  *>»"*  the  »Peech  of 
herself  to  heiseB     B,!t  t^  ?""^  '^  *hat  shekept 
was  kind  to'^  »«"rtbS  T"  **  "«'  '^ 
to  their  work.    &,  N^ce   ta  Iv     "J'^  ""'  ""t  up 
was  not  at  all  unpopX  %h.?    °'  ""^  aloofness, 
because  she  coTbe^stfd^^^  '^  "<>*•  *oo 

Sothatve,ymghtIsSrE^e*"t&  > 
«th  Nance  about  your  ^people.' '  Y.^^* 'grt^X' 
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is  as  rich  as  can  be.    There  may  be  money  in  ix  and 
^fatter  says  you  should  never  let  that  go^  b^^"* 
B«Md«  you  ought  to  know  about  youf  fathS^d 
-^?'  T  i   ""  °?^y/e«P«ctable  if  you  are  ask^S^^" 

0*».  I  know  all  that,"  said  Elsie,  mightily  unmived 
my  mother  married  her  cousin  a^her  faX^^ 

angry.    She  ran  away.    My  grandfather  can  keeolS 

This  was  very  weU.  but  if  Elsie  was  not  curious,  I 
tw'  nfl.  "iT^.  T^  'o^yy%\A  round  Nance  Ed^ar 
Kftt  ^  i'  ^  f  ^*  '^^  *°^^  "«  everything  in  h" 

Sfand  thT'co'Il'V''  '^\^^'"  had^een'w^hed 
up  and  the  coal  fire  was  beginning  to  catch— th#. 

W  paying  bo-peep  with  the  ^^^^  LT^;^^^ 
then  coming  bnghtly  out  in  atrimnphant  Z.  of^X 
unexpected  Uke  a  cuckoo  clock,  shining  on  eS^'s 
&^"L"^'  ""^^'^  '^'  *^^  ^-^  -  ^"  toM  us 

rahl^^lS^'^''^^  7^  1°*  ^  ^^  P^^«  *^«nty  years  ago 
(she  said),  even  less  than  it  is  now,  but  thwe  is  ^e 

L°S:*EUie^^"".l!"^-    That  was  iourgrf^TfaL^ 
house,  Elsie,  hun  they  cah  the  Golden  Farmer    that 
hves  now  at  the  Grange  in  Deep  Moat  HoTw 

.uJl  "^^  "P.  ^"""^^  ^y°"^  *h«  <^hurch,  and  in  the 
summer  mormngs  the  tombstones  were  bUthe  t^s^ 
ghntmg  rosy^oloured  with  the  dew  on  them  and  ^e 
tong,  weU-nourished  grass  hiding  the    ins^^Sons 
Now  you  may  go  up  the  bumside  to  the  t^  oUh. 

me  hUl.    The  heather  and  the  breckon  grow  there 

"tt^H  ^l^y  ^ygave  its  name  to^e  v^I 

^fn^.r^  *•    ^^  ^"5^  '^^^'  *^««  ^here  stood^ 
grandfather's  cottage-he  was  a  poor  man  th^-^ 
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?^seeakindofknoweorhmocIcCTeen«.fi,     *u 
But  of  the  house  not  nn«  ^       .*^?^®' *^  *he  rest. 

The  kmdly  mo7d  T^' T'lS  f  1^™  """^ 
foxglove,  what  „e  SS  fo'  cS  •  iT'!?'  *""  «» 
STOW  taU  and  red  wh^TJ  ..   '''"'^y   fingers,' 

where  Hobby  the  ML_tS?    """-^  garden  plot 
Stennfe-^ewhisw«rZLT  ^  J!,  ""^  ^-  Ho^d 

only  a^,e  it  ^"fc^k^'^^*^.^ '^'»'"»««- 
broic»  dowr,  dyke  as  ,0^^^;*'  "™«  <"  the 

f«hed  and  was  sUent  aS  inJ-  ''*"<*  ^dgar 
bo-peep  of  the  littfe  bhTflLr^f  **  *'''  PO»«hW 
ba«.)    "A-wf'l.  youth  eLf^^^'^tween  the  hearth 

the  last  the  P^TJ^i'Zts^t  irt^"^'  ^»*  »t 
cottage.  ""^e"  «  hke  Miser  Hobby's 

took  on  in  her  yo^g^ '"LT"  "'  "^^  '«»^e  to 
fah.  have  hung^u^gl  ^tT?!  *'"""'  *onId 

r-i^r.-^-'-^-^ws^^ens"^ 

^h?:.rZ";^S;^»*en  about  the  nUser. 
cottagewhenthenightsSZ-u  'J^^-^^hove  the 
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money  which  is  so  useful  to  a  man  in  some  wavs  but 
more  than  aU  else  makes  the  folk  jealou^t^^' 

It  was  less  than  natural  that  Hobby  should  always 
have  the  b^t  lint  wherewith  to  weave  the  floWlrS 
teblecovers  by  which  he  made  his  fauie.  Why  sS 
he  have  ear  y  potatoes  a  clear  fortnight  before  the  r«t 
of  the  Breckonsideis  ?  But  chiefly  it  was  the  i^-^ 
about  money  that  bred  bad  blood.  Over  the  door  of  ^ 
pansh  church  of  Breckonside  they  had  printed  the 
motto  'We  serve  the  Lord.'  But  the  ri^t  wo!d^ 
shodd  have  been/  We  envy  and  grieve  at  the  g<ro^ 
our  neighbour.'  For  when  the  men  thought  of  Mis^r 
Stemm  s  money  bags  they  could  have  felled  him.  and 

Tv^h  iT''"''"  'T  ^""  ^*'^^'*  ^""ie  face  sibling 
over  her  braw  mantle,  they  set  to  v  ork  and  bethoughf 
them  what  he  they  could  teU  about  her.    All  except  me 

andIwasdwaysbyherside.asnearasmiXSffi 
^!  TX^^  ""^  ^"^  ^""^  ^^  ^^^^'    And  Bell  tdd 

ZfJl  Tf  "^^'^  **'^'  ^^"^  y°"  see  wehad 
been  at  school  together,  sitting  side  by  side  on  the  same 

bench  and  shanng  the  same  apple  and  toffee  stick 

wh.n  iJ  "^1^  n  °"]^  "^^  *^^*  ^^^  it  beforehand, 
wheu  Bonme  Bell  suddenly  took  matters  into  her  own 
hand  and  gave  Miser  Hobby  a  son-in-law  he  had  ne^ 
bargained  for-a  first  cousin  of  her  own.  an  ensign  in  a 
marching  regiment.  The  two  foolish  ones  !^  to 
?  h.H  V°  f  *  "^«^-I  ^th  them  in  the  coach.     But 

H^w  °     ?y  '*  ^^'^  ^"  °^y  °^  ^^t.  ^th  Miser 
Hobby  s  malediction  on  my  head  as  well  as  on  theirs 
You  see  he  had  spent  money  on  the  young  fellow's 
commission  hoping  to  get  hunoutof  the  road,  as  soon 
^e  suspected  what  was  in  the  wind  between  Bell  and 

"  But  the  regiment  stayed  on  in  Longtown  just  over 
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Jeathm  waving  brav^inX^L"'?*^*  "i* 
»%  young  b;  the  gto"oJ  th^r***'  *»**»«'»  the 
wiBng  th«J  to  Jist  by  the  m  JS  ."""trement,,  „ 
*um  that  went  betee  St^*^  "?ff  "'  *«  P'l»  «>«> 
««.  in  weak  wom«  ^^f*^  *«  P»^  i™>Pto« 

;hite::tfA.'^,X'^^ -",^0  G^n^      ,  the 

ofwhichheaIoaep^i*T!??,i?»P^-  *''•  »««t 
himself  a  new  da^S^th^?i'''*,'=°"'"l"°t  weave 

kept  himself  so  buTttatretlf  "^  ?™'  '*  """^t  he 
had  lost.  ^      *  *"  *''^°™  "hided  the  one  he 

noi;^y'Jil'd^J~^'^'«ving  his  w«.ving.  Which 
-that  of  cattle  de^  L  1!1-  *^  »  "« trade 
«assaid.  At  anyl^StH^"^.-  ^t  least,  so  it 
the  cottage,  and  the  »LT^  i"™»  '^'^  *"*  up 
cease  bfthe  ^teS^  t^:^^'^^ -<»M 
to  every  market   raffi-  .   ^   ^  "^°  *^  seen  riding 

shoulders  bent  wl^^f^^  *'"?',.fifty  mile,   his 
J^ed  in  nntS  1^™  '"''  '^  "^  »hank, 

Sid.  1o*  :t\Z  *s4S'^H°'  "■*  '""^  0'  ""Ckon. 
his  own  Idth  M^idn  ZdUT  K  ""^'^  ^^  »hide 
colt  of  a  ne-er™,S^'  w^^*"^  *  8«at  stalwart 
his  house.  FM-tTfc'r^'^^O^hy  name,  home  to 
able  for  his  actioi«  He^!/"  ^,^y  held  account- 
brawl  at  a  fair  andbeentri^f  °?f*..*"'ed  a  man  in  a 
Off  asbeing  h^l!^<i^^'«^,We.b„thadgotte„ 
south  of  the  Cheviots  calie2l  a' .^t,!^?"*  "'»•'«  *« 
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J'^J^'^J'''  '^*.*^*°  hrawled  together,  and  drank 
and  earned  on  .0  be  the  scandal  of  L  pia^e  tUl  wZ 
tomg  happened-it  was  never  known  what-but  M^e^ 
S^^waskidupwithacrackinhisskuU  ald^I 

xney  said.    But  so  fierce  with  any  ont  else  .hat  «««- 
even  the  doctor,  ventured  near  ttTc^S^^^'"'  "°"' 

"  And  your  father-weU,  I  misdoubt  me  that  h. 
««  no  better  than  he  Aould  be.  And  my  IkTm 
had  but  a  sorrowful  time  of  it,  following  the  rarimMj 

"^»  "t^l  '^.'  when'theySkedTtt^ 
rnonfK  ^v"  ?*"""  «"'  ''"  "^d  that  havine 
^  her  bed  she  might  lie  on  it.  ShehadnoriS 
nun  or  on  his  money.  ^e^wou 

or'L!°f  ^^  u  \^°^%Pedby.  andmaybeanotherfive 

When,  tme  as  I  am  tellmg  ye.  who  but  Bell  brouX 

I^lrfl^'"^-    F^t»^'^ditwasstrange3 
I  mmd  It  clear  as  yesterday,  for  it  was  me   l^ce 

gi^of  W.""'"^  "^^  ^^^  -^  done,  whog^^e^^ 
♦k"  ^1*  ^^.  *  ^^  summer  mom,  early  in  June   and 

tt  W?  "^  ''''  ?V°  *^^  ^^*  "^'^  i"^t  thi^lou^ol 
the  first  bner  rosebuds  in  the  hedge  by  the  roadside  T 
came  up  the  brae  like  a  lintie  andls  fr^  o'  c^fft  m^ 

heartw^lightinthosegooddays.    Th'^sto'dth  "? 
of  Br«:konside  before  me,  shinii^g  white  in  the  sS 
For  the  miser,  though  he  spared  most  other  thi^^' 
never  was  a  sparer  of  good  whitewash.    I  w^  iS 
begmnmg  to  listen  for  the  cUck^J^k  o    H^bb^^ 


m^<m^::^w] 
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Jh«me.  wh«,  down  by  the  w..«ide  mMhought  I  „» 

th.m«.vtr'rerb^^^s;trFr^ 

grass  by  the  bum  «  k«««-  ^.^^^y^K"'*    'or,  on  the 

thither  L4'rh"»'r:?^„szrth"r  "'' 

for  very  gladness     Th*.  n.X  u  j  f  ^  *°  ^'^^  heavens 
hedge  to  hemlork    o«^  *        ,     ^   ^*'   ^^   from 

»^S^'' ^™'^,,f  "^/^P^  her  t^r 
j^^^-^.    see  nuther,  nuther.  are  they  no  unco 

«Wnkofthe^'Sm;i:f  ,t^  ''°™  *°  '»^*« 
"as  beneath  a  biishTi!^.?r*"'°"»°^t-  She 
tired-like  on  h«^1  "^^  ^'^^  "«?  ''fd  *«  "sting 
*a«low.  I  hadlt^tcd  herlTL'^l"'  "  ** 

butterfly  in  the^.*^**""*  ^ere  and  there  like  a 

her  days.  ^  «»  "  sne  na  kenned  me  all 

"'Here  woman,-  she  cried,  'come  and  wake  my 


^?Offir:vC-i-'. 
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wistful  ''°"'  "°  "^'"  "y  ""*>>«■.  «"•«  ?  'sh.  «rid 
to  tJn°\  '^"l  ^°- "''  P""-  »"*  '»«ie  I '  For  truth 
bright'^f  a™^:,"*""  *^»''  *«  ^'ked  again, 
in  my  '^.  '"'*■  '"'^'  '^''  "'^  '■  "^  *«  t«r  „a. 

yeicw  buutr^^^^^-Sfe  t.""""^  ^'  "^  ■*'  ' 

''Then  she  wilha  greet  any  morel    She  wifln. 

be  hmgiy  any  more.    She  win  never  n«d  btte  o'^ 

•She"",^,:'^"?.",  "^'  '"'^'^  stogtaga  t^t 
ane  wiB  be  ncht  pleased,  my  minnie.    For,  oh  she 

grat  sa|r  and  often  I    She  carried  me  in  baa^  m 

^  t^  »^  «'  ft  •*""  ■""«  *°  'rash  them,  and  I 
sat,  too,  and  after  that  she  cuddled  me  in  her  »irm. 

^?  yf ,?»  fht  glad  for  my  miSeT  "  "™'- 
satisfvt^fh"  *^*  '  "^  Klad,  for  naught  lea  would 
ta  my  to;lt  "*  '""^  "^  '  "^  **  ""-^  ">«  «"> '«« 

sit^tthvT*/*'^  ?'''•  '°°'^8  »t  tb«  woman 

bn^ttaT th,  J.  M * °'' '"?"^'  ">«"  ">ouId happS 
put  that  the  anid  miser  should  come  hirpling  to  the 
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cry  .t  «d  caU  the  •  Mou™,^  ^""  *"•  *«*  «<> 

door  with  ySur  doj^i  LT  V    ■"?>  *'"y  '"xn  my 
"  But  I  wu  ci^rf„  K  "?  <:haiigeluig  bairns/  " 

becauM  of  ^  Su  J,"^"  /"."^  *««•»  «>«.  and  aho 

?oir:r--"--^-»ri;^ 

^v&oi=:-^-^^^- 

SotheauIdm^^^'iL!?,!' '""tr'^''  hardn«,  „«  heart, 
down  th  rrth^d  ^i,?^?!"'';""''^"°«'»rehead 
danced  i..tT:,^tK^  "T"  '«"^«n.osTn„c«nny: 

heckle  ^d'iSgTtt'^'^^'rM  "  *"^"^ 
shme  feU  fair  on  this  t«n™        ,        °  mormng  sun- 

him  the  Bttle  m^fel^*  "?P'"!;  ""^  *hen  she  saw  - 
Stennis.  She  ^.Sd  hf^eTal^t'lTl  "3  '»  ^"^ 
pushed  her  off.  Whereat  LkT  ^  "^^  hut  he 
caught  at  his  stick  aTi'  ?^^^  affronted,  the  witch 
he  <!^uld  r,^t  4!2tr  f  *l  ^r^y  ^"-^  him  before 
With  it  on  t£grS'"*'^f '"*»-?  played  ho«e. 

Bke  an  incantata  *  ''"™'"^  "*«"•    "  "a. 

-^'  ^Tm^^l^"'^  —  -en.  to  the 
in  her  face         ^    ^  ''*''  '"^'  "^ked  steadfasUy 
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come  hame  to  claim  hero^     rX  1  J  ,   ®^  ^" 

now,  ye  ken  ! '  '  **^  ****  **y 

at  the  hstr       ■  ■  ■  "y"*™  ••«»"■»«>  back  to  me 

the  bit  bS  shufuD  fa^h,?*^  ""•"  *"  """^  »' 

;^she  -^t  ^X-^Z  -^  -V  c^ 
Breckonside,  bat  sorrow  a  bit  Margwet  ComHne 
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Hint  her  business,  plump  and  plain  ^       ^"^^ 

m^her^ace,  and  was  conducting  negotiations  tootX 
"'M'  be  your  (lousekeeper  I '  cried  the  visitor  ■  m. 

lull  cousin's  daughter  to  mwrn      t  u  ^        * 

ye  that  it  is  neither  SiStSSdecen^"  bZ  *"  T 
«ee  thing  but  and  ben  wi'  a  k^Tm^X  D^ft 

thZ^e1t,,:!;:,t^^^^-o^f-ho^ 

very  blood  run  chiB  as  ice  in  Mma^  cTl^  •""* 
I  m«n  that  the  ,J.««ht  oTif  Ke^'  V^- 
tte  tune  she  ,ust  loolced  about  her  to  see  tlit  ItaL? 
her  pony,  was  not  far  awav  and  fho*  *k  iJonaid, 
clear  to  the  light  marl;et^^  ^''e*"  ^^r^  ."f 
make  a  break  for  it.    Shehad  ek^  n?u^.S«      k*" 

h^,th^attheWofthep<S!;;S^reIytt 
^il  raf^Xt's^^'b^r"'*^-"*''  ^ 


^^m^m-:jm:/¥^" 
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r.Ir3^^}u^''  ^°™  "^  "^y^^  "^«''  his  words 
reacned  her  through  the  very  stone  and  lime  of  the 

house,  'and  she  wad  take  the  bonnie  siUer  oot  of  the 
b^  chest  that  you  and  Jeremy  keep  so  carefuUy. 
Gc  the  woman  the  bit  lassie  bairn.  Laird  Stennis.  and 
let  her  travel  For  less  will  not  serve  her.  and  forbye 
a  bauii  IS  only  an  expense  and  an  eating  up  o'  good 
meat  m  any  man's  house  I ' 

JLtf  ^^"f  *^!,^  ^^  at  its  height  in  the  cot,  there 
^e  a  sound  to  Mistr^s  ComUne's  ear  that  gaired  her 
kmd  heart  loup  withm  her.    It  was  like  the  whimpering 

A  A  Ti^^*  ^  ^  """^  ^^  ^^  ^o^  cry  out  loud 
And  with  that  she  forgat  her  fear  of  the  strange  fool. 
Daft  Jeremy,  and  with  her  naked  hands  she  sh5)k  the 

iZ   J,^  ''°^^°''^  °^  Breckonside  tiU  the  iron  stinchel 
clattered  m  its  ring. 

"  'The  magistrates  o'  Dumfries  shall  ken  o'  this  or  I 
Bm  a  day  aulder  ! '  she  cried  in  to  them.  '  Gie  me  the 
tassie  or  the  preventive  men  shall  hear  of  the  barrels 
ye  hae  hidden  m  the  yard.  Supervisor  Imrie  shall  be 
here  and  se^ch  every  inch  high  and  low  if  ye  lay  as 
much  as  a  finger  on  the  innocent  bairn  I ' 

th.  ^^r^v^  ?^  ^""^^  °"*  threatenings  and  shook 
the  stout  oaken  door  so  that  the  leaves  ahnost  fell 
asunder.  Market  Comline  heard  a  noise  behind  her. 
and  whipped  about  quickly  with  her  heart  in  her  mouth 
for  she  thought  It  was  Daft  Jeremy  come  out  to  slay  her! 
But  mstead  it  was  the  wee  lass  herself  that  had 
escaped  by  a  kmd  of  a  miracle  through  the  window  of  the 

clo^^"^  >k'  Pf  ^'^/^^^^t-    For  Laird  Stennis  had  it 
closed  with  a  board,  grudging  the  expense  of  glass. 

S  ^  ""Tu  ^^^^^  ^^  ^^"Shing  at  the  same  time, 
feared  to   the  marrow  of  her  bits  of  bones,  but  ye 
crouse  withal.    Mistress  Comline  marvelled  to  see  her 
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«nf  i '   K^  ^^  *^t  '*^  °^  '"y  t««*h  in  his  hand.  I 

^j*!«««  «"'=''*«n-t'>do  fanners  c^.^ 
E^hsh  drovers  that  come  to  the  cattle  tryststo  buy  to 

tear  lest  she  should  be  taken  for  a  thief,  would  have 

dZ'^f^'''  ''^*  ^' "'  *■"'  ^"y  mome.^t™:^^of  tj: 
doOT  of  the  cot,  there  buret  a  terrifying  fi^e-eva 

L  hid""?,'""""-  ".«'"'*  flesher's'toife^S" 
W 1^  i    H^.'^^^^'^'W^  out  words  without  mean- 

Z;^  i     r^  *"  ^'5^"'  '^^^  *'  <'«=«'«  "Oman  e'en 
dipped  the  dragreen  purse  uito  her  reticule  basket  a^ 

b^dwlnplash  to  Donald  till  that  pampered  beast  mmt 

»:^e'S:^'StfSeX^-j^in-j 
Longtown.  And  never  had  Margaret  CoSle^/ 
w<™an,  been  so  glad  to  tec^nize  TrMa[«^l 
Jjit^my  as  when  she  saw  SupX^  I^^  ^tl 

^^^^h°""  ~°"  "^  "P  '"'»  "^  Brig-End  and 
out  u^n  the  green  grass  of  the  Terreggles  Braes     But 

and  bade  them  ■  beware  o'  the  pjfr  "  naite^*^' 
Jeremy,  that  was  in  one  o'  his  fite  o'  a^  S  da^ 
S>ic  a  fierce  craitur  should  be  m  the  Towbooth 
He. s  a  danger  to  the  lieges.'  said  Supe.^"' 
addmgmore  cautiously  ■That  is.  were  it  no  tlTfe 

fi^t /"r  ^'J?*  ^"^^  6»*  '»  her  own  door  she 
first  dehvered  Donald  into  the  hands  of  her  s^ 
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prentice,  Robin  Carmorie,  as  stout  and  biythe  a  lad 
as  ever  walked  the  Plainstanes.  But  the  wee  lass  she 
took  by  the  hand  up  to  her  own  chamber,  and  there 
she  stripped  her  to  the  skin  and  washed  her  and  put 
fine  raiment  on  her,  new  from  the  shop — aye,  and  did 
not  rest  from  her  labours  till  she  had  gathered  every 
auld  rag  that  she  found  on  her  and  committed  them 
to  the  flames,  as  if  they  had  been  art  and  part  in  the 
wizardry  of  Laird  Stennis,  her  grandfather,  and  the 
coming  ill-repute  of  the  white  cothouse  on  the  brae-face 
of  Breckonside. 

"  But,  fearing  she  knew  not  clearly  what,  she  sealed 
the  shagreen  pocket-book  up  in  a  clean  white  wrapper 
and  laid  it  aside  in  her  drawer,  sajang  to  herself,  '  If 
this  be  honestly  come  by  the  laird  is  no  the  roan  to 

forget  to  ca'  in  for  his  ain.    And  if  no "    Here 

a  shake  of  the  head  and  a  shrewd  smile  intimated 
that  the  contents  of  the  pocket-book  might  one  day 
be  useful  to  its  finder,  little  Elsie  Comline,  as  she  was 
now  to  be  named. 

*' '  And  wha  has  a  better  richt  I '  the  shopkeeper 
would  add,  perhaps  to  salve  her  conscience  in  th« 
matter. 

*'  But,  indeed,  it  was  but  seldom,  the  pocket-book 
once  safe  in  the  drawer,  that  she  thought  about  the 
matter  at  all.  For  Margaret  Comline  was  a  busy 
woman  of  affairs,  having  under  her  serving^lassies  and 
prentice  loons,  a  shop  on  the  ground  floor  of  a  house 
in  the  Vennel,  and  a  well-patronized  stall  in  the  market. 
All  day  she  went  to  and  fro,  busily  commending  her 
goods  and  reproving  her  underlings  with  equal  earnest- 
ness and  point.  Sunday  and  Saturday  the  wrinkle  was 
never  off  her  brow.  Like  Martha  in  the  Scripture,  she 
was  careful  and  troubled  about  many  things.    She 
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marker  of  woven  sflkSc  to  ™^'  "^  *»  *""  «l>e 
•wok  over  which  W  w     ^'^  or  so  in  the  godly 

Sabbath  afte^^ofns  VwWdT^*"  '^  ^4  on 

Ime  was  induced  to  nen-L  TiT        **"'  Mistress  Com- 

at  least  fifty  ^^  H^  ^^r',™^"^  I««age 

out  once  discovering  „rfo^^°'  V^-  5"^*^- 
£^j  "«,  or  tor  a  moment  suspecting  the 

h«  wdl  if  she  shouu  ev^i^'  '^*^,  *»  '  Ae^ 
But,  being  a  quick  ^d  rl^"t*°  ''''~'  »°P«Pared. 

serve  a  custo'C  tS;*~- ^^^-Ud  "?»«  occasions 

never  aUowed  her  to  st»^5'       ^  """K^*  Comline 
tebbleof  tongu«atthe^^^^*^''«et  among  the 

she  could  distineuish  fi,7T  ■  ^'^  ^  a  little  time 
tte  web,  oT^^^^^oi  yam  and  th^! 
"Stress,  and  was  S^ted^  .1"'  !"»  as  weU  as  he^ 

Bved  ont  t^'Se^^tt"'  *'  »"  "^  "'"by. 
woods  of  BreckonsMe  ^1*T  T  *"<"«  *»  ^r^ 
at  least  accoriing  to  tS'eSw  of  ''"^"  ^^  "<^. 
day.  and  sometta«  far^?^  '"'°"'™'^'olk.  By 
tuttle  was  n^r  sitt  '^f^ht.  the  click  of  h^ 

."as  thought  a  marvelTo'w^e'co^  f"  ""  "»»»'  " 
loom.  And  still  Daft  ?«»„„, '^.,'"  *  W  at  his 
«"«"^  Pirns.    Sometii:n/.':S-'!'^and 
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an.  the  dyke  top  at  the  end  of  the  cottage  and  laugh  at 

Z^r,iu  f"*"'  "  "'^*  ""^y  shunned  to  pass  thS 
way  in  the  gloaming,  for  fear  of  the  half-wittJd  st^ 
creature  that  mopped  and  mowed  and  danc^'  at^ 
^Z!:.'^-    ^"""y-^o'excellentX^t 

fa^^°'thf  ^^t  1^'  ^^^'  disappeared  frae  the 
^J^  ^'  '*"e  ^t  seen  within  half  a  mUe  of 
^  ^«™ss  loanmg,  and,  less  than  a  month  aft^r 

S^M.^  ^"*'*^'  *'"'  ""«  to  Longtown  witt 
^t^ir  "?r  *.  '''^f'  '""''"S  padded  inside^ 
^  niv™  '•"'?"'r'  °'  '^"Stown  at  dusk  and 

WoTo^lSfir^-'^^^'-opStheli^' 

hel'rS*  ^^^'^.J^ere  Others  again,  and  they  a  stout- 
hearty  majonty,  who  scoffed,  and  told  how  Riddki 
had  been  seen  in  market  carrying  more  than  his  load 

ft^  ^^Maker  that  very  day  to  strike  him  dead 
^  he  spoke  not  the  truth-all  that  heard  him  ^ 

S'S^at       "^"^  ""  ^'  "P^*"^  ^  ^^^  ^«  "«d^ 

of 'L^°'  T^  Ekie  wholly  forgotten  by  her  only  near 
of  fan.    Twice  or  thrice  a  year  there  came  from  the 

^^!  ^  Tf  °^  ^'  ^°*^'  ^°^«"  ^  only  Lai^ 
St«inis  could  weave  it.  with  the  inscription  written 
P^y  thereon.  'To  be  sold  for  the  benefit  Ttte 
upk^p  of  my  granddaughter.  Elsie  Stennis.' 

and^S.^f^'''f°*J.  ''^''^  "^*^y  ^"^^  «Plain 
and   mdeed.  few  dared  to  ask  about.  Laird  Stennis 

took  a  disgust  at  the  Weaver's  Cot  by  the  burSe 
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]em^y  and  Z  sisL  Oh  v«Tl  ""  '^  "*"* 
them.  and.  indeed,  by  what /S;^  *?."""*  °' 
^  is^e  ^  asyi  J  ''^^'^Z^J':;tZ 

creature  is  fairly  sensible     t?.1  ,:        *™^  *^® 

wonders  he  has  LT^ntd^ri'di^'foT"  *^  ^' 
-evil  deeds  and  woise  ilk^haf      ^  °'^?°  P*^ 

run  cold  to  listen.    To^k^Jl^V'"."^"' -f^^  ^^^ 

xo  looic  at—oh,  he  is  a  wild-looking 
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fellow,  with  long  black  hair  all  any  way  under  his 
broad  bonnet— something  between  a  gipsy  and  a 
black-corked  minstrel  at  a  fair." 

"  And  his  sister  ?  " 

"Oh,"  said  Nance  shortly,  "  I  know  little  of  her. 
She  is  old  enough  to  be  the  mother  of  the  lot,  and  if 
any  of  them  have  any  sense  it  is  Aphra  Orrin— or  Miss 
Orrin,  as  Mr.  Stennis  makes  all  call  her.  She  is  sixty,  if 
she  is  a  day.  But  she  plays  with  her  brood  of  antic 
lunatics  all  about  the  gardens,  singing  and  making  a 
mock  of  religion.  Grown  women  they  all  are,  but 
like  so  many  scarecrows  in  their  dress.  Laird  Stennis, 
they  say,  wanted  their  sister  to  send  them  to  a  home 
for  such  like.  But  she  would  not,  and  Jeremy  was 
against  it,  too,  so  there  they  bide,  a  disgrace  to  all  tlie 
countryside,  though  harmless  enough,  God  knows." 

Then  Elsie's  eyes  met  mine.  We  nodded  as  Nance 
finished  her  tale.  Both  of  us  knew  that  we  meant 
to  go  and  see  for  ourselves  to-morrow  what  mysteries 
were  contained  within  the  Deep  Moat  in  the  Grange 
Hollow. 


^^.^fviir 
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CHAPTER   V 
WE  MEET  DAFT  JEREMY 

T^Lrel'"^'"^;  ^'^'i  ^^  ^^^y'  Elsie  and  I 
Stones  r^hpr^  i  °''*\  ^"^"^^  ^  ^  throwing  up 
aS^ourin[he7itrh"'r  ''^  "^  already  ^SSsed 

from  !^  ,   ^h°"^**  h^ve  tried  to  dissuade  Ekie 

XSe^Tr'^t'V"^"'-    «"tIJ-ewthatwoSd 

Poor  Hany  Foster  and  b-  fate  was  alwavs  i„  ♦Ko 
TiaS^n      H  °"  '  ■**  "y  '»*«  *«a  enough! 

tte  Red  Rover  of  the  ^Jl^/JlTt  if  I*^ 
giw  twopsnce  to  find  out  about  him 

diferLf  f,*""""  ^'*  '^  •^''««- '  She  always  was 

sha^°7t  ^^  ■"'•  ?'"'  '■"''  "^"'^  Nance's  breakfast 
snared  it,  and  seen  her  off  to  her  wort     v=«™ 

m  ^eat  demand.    She  could  .ctVC^T^T. 


■>:4T-*^»^fliPlB|^P{sg' 
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on  occasion,  and  people  who  wanted  their  work  quickly 
done,  like  my  father,  used  often  to  give  Nance  as  much 
as  a  shilling  a  day  extra  for  coming  to  them. 

I  don't  think  either  of  us  had  much  thought  of  finding 
out  about  poor  lost  Harry  Foster.  How  could  we,  with 
all  those  city  detectives,  from  East  Dene  and  Thorsby, 
even  (they  whispered)  from  Scotland  Yard  itself,  rang- 
ing everywhere  hke  pointer  dogs  over  the  heather  ? 

Indeed  we  were  ahnost  like  dogs  on  a  scent  ourselves, 
so  keen  were  we  to  see  with  our  eyes  the  mj^terious 
Grange  and  all  the  queer  folk  there.  I  hardly  thmk  we 
would  have  turned  aside  to  look  at  Harry  Foster  himself, 
had  he  been  lying  in  his  last  bloody  sleep,  as  plain  as 
in  a  waxwork.  But  we  were  not  tried.  Nothing  of 
the  kind  happened. 

As  we  went  across  the  moor,  every  low  spiky  arch 
of  bramble  and  tuft  of  gorse  was  shining  and  sparkling. 
The  wren  and  the  gowdspink  were  preening  themselves 
and  shaking  off  the  dews  that  fell  on  their  feathers  as 
they  fussed  to  and  fro  about  their  nesting  business. 
Then  we  dived  into  Sparhawk  Wood,  and  came  out 
again  on  the  country  cross-road  along  which  Bailiff 
Ball  had  seen  Dappled  Bess  plunging  madly  with  her 
empty  cart.  The  Brom  Water  flowed  still  as  a  canal 
on  our  left,  down  towards  the  Moat  Pond.  It  was 
certainly  heartsomer  to  be  out  under  the  sky  and  the 
crying  whaups,  with  the  blue  Cheviots  looking  over 
the  tree  tops,  than  in  Grange  Longwood,  where  some- 
body might  be  watching  you  from  behind  every  bush 
and  you  none  the  wiser. 

But  before  we  came  to  the  Bridge  End,  where  we 
had  found  the  marks  of  the  struggle  that  first  morning, 
Elsie  had  an  idea  that  if  we  struck  across  the  road  and 
kept  round  the  edge  of  the  Brom  Water,  we  would 
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bylKr^        ^^       "■"  "^^  *~«"^ 
\Vhen  we  got  there  it  was  only  about  sii  in  .h. 

7^xr s  r.  .r"b!^^:^e:  ^^'■ 

aU  thaf  f h«rl  I  ?  ghosts,  of  course ;  but  for 

dangerous  position.    And  I  did  it  well  fc^  i  Z..      , 

without  wa^ig,  the  ^rbSh^cea^^'  tf* 
^(h  ^     S"."""-  .  ^'  "<*«  ""«  "eeP  and  ff^ 

x^th  ?^i-iar»r^i  £-{y 

and  a  woman  in  a  ^hnr*  bw^  *_    •  ,        iMowing, 

them  witt»«rH-i""°"8*"<'«»'n8 among 

vir,    T  u^^™* 'P**  *»  h"  hand.  * 

e>dt^"^::iX"^""t,le''*n'^°^"J"-V'» 

as  the  otheis.  Sd"'..rhi:t:s?3'^"^rher 

She  came  quite  near.    We  could  have^^  a  dog 


le 
d 

e 

r 
I 


-i 


WE  MEET  DAFT  JEREMY  4^ 

Wscuit  to  her  feet-could,  that  »-«>mehow.  I  didn't 
want  to  It  might  have  startled  the  poor  lady  and 
he^ea  I  hate  making  oneself  conspicuous. 

Over  the  lily  patches  and  the  flower  beds  we  £ot 
ghmpses  of  a  red-tiled  house,  low  and  old.  aU  over- 
grown with  ivy  about  the  gables  and  porches.  It  had 
small  wmdows  with  criss-cross  panes,  and  smoke  was 
coming  out  of  one  of  the  chimneys,  though  it  was  yet 
Gr^^  *°°^  *""  ^  *^^  kitchen  of  Deep  M^t 

The  canal  seemed  to  go  aU  the  way  round,  and  to 

ln«^°*!!  K  ***%I^"? '"^hich  we  could  see  glimmering  be- 
yond the  house,  lookmg  gray  through  a  fringe  of  willows. 
A  Sf.  ?.       "^^  °"*^  "*  ^*^*  and  water,  like  a 
dabchick  s  nest,  yet  for  aU  that  comfortable  and  fair 
to  see  with  its  lawns  and  greenery  set  about  it     I 

w  Z!.^^'"  *°  "^  "  '^"  ™  ^^«1-  B^t  not  she. 
Instead,  there  was  a  queer,  eager  look,  and  her  eyes  kept 

ghttenng.  as  if  you  could  have  struck  a  match  at  them. 
Then  all  at  once  it  struck  me  that  Elsie  was  going  to  be 
pretty ;  but  I  resolved  to  say  nothing  about  that  for 
the  present. 

It  was  thinking  about  her  mother  that  did  it    I 
expect.    And  that  is  a  funny  thing,  too.    For  I  cire 
about  my  mother,  and  sometimes  look  eager    like 
Ebie ;  but  it  is  when  I  tease  her  to  teU  me  what  we 
are  going  to  have  for  dinner.    Elsie  was  different 
She  said  "S-h-h-h-l  "  whenever  I  moved;  and  0^ 
when  a  stick  cracked  underfoot,  turned  and  gave  me 
a  look,  which  would  have  speaned  a  foal. 
j^j^You  fidgety  worm— can'/  you  be  quiet,"   that 

We  went  on  watching  the  house  and  the  woman 
watenng  the  flower  beds.  Nance  had  told  us  that  the  old 
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housekeeper  always  did  that  hei^lf.    No  hirelin*  wo 

w^man  *av«i  ,he  ro«  of  her  watmng  cL*?^  «  " 

But  that  was  not  all.    Out  of  the  hoiue  there  cam. 

Slh^J^M  ^  •■!*"  ''°*"  *■'«'  •»<*».  and  long  cIoS 
"^?<i^"«»»'^7«-l«f*«  covered  them.  ^ch«2 
^^  somethmg  narrow  and  black  in  herl,^ 

r»d  ^e  W  hH'Vv^'^  ■»"•  "•*••*  »'  eJ 
Zuv  ™vf.iiT  ^"^  '""^  **"=  "*««•  «"y  coffins. 
nSe'^^^fW^'  *"''°»'«^  *i«h  black  doth  aU  ^I 
plete  with  fnnge,  name-plates,  and  cords.    A  little  to 

m  the  air,  and  blowmg  a  merry  marching  tune  to  a 
soldi«  s  danonet,  pranced  Daft  Jeremy.  EvTrt  now 
and  then  he  would  stop  blowing  to  give  tt7b^ 
mstaument  a  shake.  TTien  heTould  U^h  «d^ 
» the  women  with  the  coiBns  to  dance  also^sTth^ 

^dSvTnH  ^^"^^^  '''^^  "•«'  countena;^ 
Thev^^^  >nakmg  quaint  signs  with  their  hands. 
They  marched  round  and  round,  the  idiot  laughS 
and  blowing  whUe  the  elder  woman  with  the  gTrdS 

rtr.y^h''"^^'  ^^  "o  -"'-tio^^hir^ 

nL^TnH.'"?™!"'*™^' »'*"-)'«*  «wo  upright 
posfa  and  a  stone  laid  across  them,  quite  at  the  ™d 
Of  the  garden,  opposite  to  where  w  were 
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•ua  unexpected,  and  before  we  could  move  he  haH 
^ked  out  a  big  "guuy  knife,  „d  S  to  tto 
anal  bjnk,  leaped  into  the  middle,  driving  tte  blaS 

would  have  been  an  end  of  me  on  the^*  V^' 

Zi  ^  »«»»««  hands  about  my  neck.    Tlat 
.T;  r^?-  ^  "y  ■"*  "»n'ory  on  earth     For 

iS,^        -^^  ^.  *  'P™8'  *n<>  »»ood  before  the 
htUe  mM,  smJmg  and  sucking  his  thumb-for  A  the 

ihe little  oM  man  pomted  to  the  moat.    "Go  back 
as  you  came  I  "  he  said. 

The  "mounster"   threw  himself  into   the  black 
water  without  a  complaint.    I  saw  him  comi  out  ™ 


■.iW^%d.mit- 
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«l^!tJr'  ^P^'  ^^  ^«»  ^^  thread,  of 
green  scum  trailing  about  him.  He  never  Lwdrnm.^ 
once,  but  made  for  the  house.  '^'^ 

pen  the  little  old  man  turned  fiercelv  i,tv«  iri  • 
and  me  ^th  a  idnd  of  cold  hatelu^^l^^o^'^  ST 
And  now,  my  pretties  "  he  saiH  "  «k  * 
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CHAPTER  VI 
THICKER  THAN  WATER 

NTfe  t  Tl^f*  '  ""  ^^*^*-^  out  of  my 
Fanner.  b5  lt\^^merT^^^!  *^«  ^^^« 
it  ran  in  the  hM   ^J  X  "^^  ^^'    ^^^^.ps 

Breckonsideweref^edo^^tr'aT^h*  T^^*^  ^ 
I  am  not-no,  nor  ever  coSd  ^  '  ^t  ^  ^°°«  !?»' 

I^P  Moat  Grange  ?  "  P««Pose  fetched  ye  to 

strap  IhonTClS^  «pf  thumb  tucked  in  a  leatSf 

I  :rfll  ten  you^Sather^.."*  «*  ' '  "^  y»»- 
'  Grandfather .  f  " 

Jourtould  have  seen  the  Httle  wizened  man  jump  at 
"  Grandfather ! "  he  reoeaf«i  i«  «  u:  j    * 


»«  no  Wood  Idn  of 


«i<iEWe.     "lamBdlStenni, 


s 
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daughter,  and  a  daughter,  too,  of  one  Ensign  Stennii, 
a  British  officer " 

"  A  devil— a  black  devil,"  cried  the  wizened  little 
man,  shaking  his  stick,  as  it  were,  at  the  four  winds 
of  heaven ;  "  bride-bed  or  bairn-cot,  shroud  or  bier, 
I  have  no  word  to  say  to  any  connected  with  Bell 
Stennis  or  the  man  that  she  counted  her  husband 1 " 

"  Except  to  give  her  a  decent  burial,  as  ye  did,"  said 
Elsie.  "  I  have  seen  her  name  on  the  stone  in  Breckon- 
side  churchyard,  and  the  space  for  your  own  be- 
neath  1" 

"  Any  one  with  eyes  might  have  seen  as  much.  But 
surely  I  am  not  expected  to  own  you  for  a  grand- 
daughter just  because  ye  have  looked  over  the  cemetery 
wall  I"  ^ 

"Neither  have  you  a  right  to  be  angry  because 
Joe  Yarrow  and  I  look  across  the  ditch  at  the  flower 
beds  of  Deep  Moat  Grange " 

There  appeared  to  be  some  hidden  sting  in  this 
saying  of  Elsie's.  For  a  moment  the  old  man  looked 
perfectly  murderous.  But  he  quickly  recovered  him- 
self. 

"  Faith,"  he  cried,  "  but  it  would  have  been  telling 
your  mother,  if  indeed  she  be  my  daughter  Bell— if  she 
had  had  the  gift  o'  the  gab  like  you  I  But  that's  no 
proof.    I  have  ever  been  a  silent  man  myself  !  " 

"  Maybe  you  had  need,  grandfather  1 "  cried  Elsie 
merrily,  as  if  it  were  all  a  joke,  even  when  I  knew  that 
our  lives  hung,  of  a  certainty,  in  the  balance  between 
his  goodwill  and  his  anger  at  our  intrusion.  Certainly, 
however,  Elsie  had  a  curious  power  over  the  old  man, 
and  instead  of  getting  angry,  he^  actually  laughed,  a 
queer,  crackling  laugh,  caught  perhaps  from  living  so 
long  among  mad  folk.    I  have  heard  doctors  out  of 
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lunatic  asylums  laugh  like  that.  There  is  notbinir  so 
catching  as  crack-brainedness.  A  lot  of  pcople^ve 
It  at  Breckonside— maybe  because  the  East  Dene 
Asylum  is  so  near.    Perhaps  not. 

"  ^**!'"  !^^  ""^^  ^'  ^*«^'  "  that  you  have  upon 
your  body  day-linen  of  my  weaving.  That  is  a  waste 
I  only  weave  now  to  amuse  myself,  and  sometime^ 
for  the  ^eat  of  the  land-because  no  one  can  weave 
hke  Hobby  Stennis  Therefore  the  webs  I  have 
sent  that  old  wretch  Mrs.  Comline  in  the  town  of 
Dumfnes,  and  now  yearly  to  Nance  at  the  bridge- 
end,  ought  to  have  been  put  carefully  away,  and  not 
rat  up  to  make  fal-lals  for  a  daft  hempie  of  your  ace  I 
Nance  ought  to  know  better.  She  is  old  enough  Mid 
ugly  enough  for  that  I  "  -6    ^uu 

"  Then  if  I  am  your  daughter's  daughter,  as  I  see 
you  admit, '  said  Elsie,  taking  his  words  as  an  admis- 
sion,  let  us  go  across  and  view  the  bonnie  flowers 
over  yonder,  the  bedded  tulips,  the  Lent  liUes,  and  aU 
the  flowers  of  the  spring." 

Then,  for  the  first  time  the  old  man  had  a  look  of 
fe^,  ahnost  of  revolt. 

"Lassie,"  he  cried,  "ye  have  no  knowledge  of 
what  you  ^k.  Bide  where  you  are,  and  ro  yo\?  way 
backward  from  this  side  of  the  moat." 

nn^^^^i""^^  "?  ^  "  whispering,  though  he  had 
no  need,  aU  being  clear  behind  and  around  us  for  a 
long  way  on  every  side. 

"  There  are  folk  that  are  not  canny  on  yon  side  of 
the  moaf !  he  said,  with  the  same  curious  shrinking 
^ver  his  shoulder.    "  I  can  hardly  manage  thZ 

"  Nonsense,"  said  Elsie.  "  take  us  across,  and  be 
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done  with  it     Is  it  not  your  own  land,  your  own 
nowers,  and  I  your  nearest  of  kin  ?  " 

"  Aye,"  said  the  old  roan,  shaking  his  head.  "  it 
wiU  be  true  enough.  Ye  mind  me  of  Bell's  mother 
ZT^  7»^e  that  was.  God  rest  her  soul-and  her 
twiguel  Ye  are  never  a  Stennis.  And  High  Heaven 
pity  the  man  that  is  going  to  run  away  with  you.  as  I 
did  with  your  grandam  I  "  j     »  «  * 

Elsie  indicated  me  with  her  thumb. 
Joe  is,"  she  said  coolly. 

The  Golden  Fanner  turned  and  looked  me  over 
from  head  to  foot,  and  I  own  that  with  the  thought 
of  aU  we  had  seen  and  aU  that  we  might  yet  see  I 
shook  hke  a  leaf.  I  never  had  Elsie^assuJ^cT;)/ 
more  properly,  cheek,  but  foUowed  obediently,  and  I 

?Sd  TV}^^*  «f?^^y  it  came  out  aU  right  when 
1  Old  as  Elsie  told  me. 

"  Then  I  pity  him,"  quoth  her  grandfather,  grimly ; 
but  smce  you  will,  follow  me." 

*J^^^^u^  ^^^  "^y*  ^*  *°  *^«  tree  where  he  had 
tethered  his  beast,  and  afterwards  to  the  narrow 
wooden  bridge,  like  a  drawbridge  in  chivaby  books, 
which  spans  the  oily  black  water  of  the  moat 

I  came  behind  with  Elsie.  AU  the  time  I  kept 
puttmg  my  hand  on  her  arm  to  stop  her.  For  I 
beheved  that  we  should  never,  never  cross  that  bridge 
ag«n.  If  Elsie  had  no  fear  of  her  grandfather,  I  had ! 
And  b^id^,  there  was  Jeremy  Orrin  with  his  big 
knife.  Such  at  least  was  the  idea  that  kept  recurring 
to  my  disturb^  brain.  I  could  see  him  swimm^ 
tt^njoat  witii  It  yet.  wild  to  get  at  us.  ITi^wSf 
^the  mad  sisters,  and  aU  the  hnked  teirors  of  • 
x^eep  Moat  Gnmge. 

But  not  the  least  bit  of  notice  did  Elsie  take.    Sht 
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•hook  my  hand  off  her  ann.and  told  me  that  if  I  was 
afraid  I  could  go  back  to  the  school  green  and  play 
marbles  with  the  little  boys. 

u  ^  fr.^^  ^  ^^  "°  °iore,  but  came  meekly 
behind  Elsie,  and  she  foUowed  her  grandfather.  He 
wtt  leading  his  horse,  that  Ufted  its  feet  gingerly  at 
the  crossmg  of  the  wooden  bridge,  not  liking  the  noise, 
as  horaes  are  wont  to  do  on  gangways  of  ships  and  when 
thqr  lead  them  into  trucks  at  railway  stations 

In  another  minute  Elsie  and  I  stood  within  the  Moat 
And  turning  round,  what  was  my  horror  to  see  the 
bridge  nsmg  slowly  into  the  air  behind  me,  and  in  a 
httle  house  at  the  side,  bent  double  over  a  wheel  I 
caught  ^jht  of  the  "  mounster,"  Jeremy  Orrin,  with  a 
^  on  his  face  and  aU  his  dark  ringlets  shaking  and 

As  we  went  past  he  set  his  head  out  and  called  these 
words  after  us : 

"  Rats  in  atrap  I  "  he  cried, "  rats  in  a  trap  I " 

^f  l?^  */"  y**^  ***^*  ^  ^"^  o'le  felt  just  as  he  said. 

But  Elsie  foUowed  her  grandfather  step  for  step 
and  took  no  notice.  You  would  have  thought  she  was 
the  crowned  queen  of  the  pktce. 
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CHAPTER   VII 
FAMILY  DISCIPLINE 

A^  h^^  ^  "^  ^^P  ^°^*  ^'^Se  since  it 
the  rr.w  v.^i^^.*'"'^'  **y^-  Hobby  Stennis  and 
^tl^  ^\^^^^^^  about  him.  it  may  be  as 
IZ  offT"^  >t  f  I  saw  it-now  that  it  I  swept 
n-om  off  the  face  of  the  earth 

co^!/*?'  °^y-«*bl^.  brick-built  house  was  ivy- 
rtc^T.^'  '^^'  **"*  '^^-    Curious-lookiii. 

•o  i3i»n  ■•„  *k.  '".'"f*  >»«'•  The  Grange  was  set 
Hv^Z  "^  *^*  """^  ««  "tod  blew  with 
^  ^^  '  ?!?  »PP""'«y  from  any  quarter,  it 
2lf  t^hlf"  r*  f"'  "^"^  <'°'"  the  chinu,;ys 
ftff  t-.K    ♦  ""!.  ''««°*'  »"*  o"  «>«  hearths. 

Dutdnty.    That  IS,  so  far  as  I-no  great  judge,  nivfem 

Sr.u"  ^^^  "''  '«*«•  couM  work  like  a 
toK»^  deanng  up  some  dftris.    And  Mr.  Stennis 

^  ^^^  '^T  ■""«  "^  ""»•  "*"  ">«  ""thouses 
and  cart  sheds  with  a  curious,  dithering  thriU  of  JaZ 

h«^.notatallBke  amaster  comingU^o K 
?^     5?;^/,'^  «""'*'■  «^k  were  weU  p^ 
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kept  m  the  stable).  Here  Mr.  Stennis,  tripping  along 
with  his  tread  of  a  frightened  hen.  Ufted  I  S 
curtain  of  com  sacks,  thick  and  heaw  made  after  Jh! 
pattern  of  those  at  church  doors  abroaT^^etn^^^^^ 
As  soon  as  we  stood  on  the  beaten  floir  of  ZT^' 

ZZ^"'  -f?'  o-^yes  from  what  webeSddS^he 
^S^Si  ^''^  ""^  ^  ^^  °^  ^*"'  rudely  shaped, 
nt  ^^^'i''^^'^  ^  i^  hewn  with  a^axe^t 
of  hve  wood   and  painted  black.    On  the  table  w^e 

^'l^t^he'fS^'"^'  '"^  ^  baby'sto^^^^^^ 
eLhoI^^  T^  "^^""^  ^^^  *^°"«b  the  garden. 
Sf^    fi^u^^  nowacandle  burning  upon  it     But 

ttteTa^uJt '  fl  "^^^'^^^  thT^^r^,  wis  ^^ 
tected  about  the  flame  by  a  curious  contrivance  nSie 

(fr^m^where  we  stood)  the  appearance  of  a  Son 

mgM^ed.  And  no  wonder,  for  suddenly  we  saw 
sornethmg  appear  in  the  dark  of  the  big  eiipty  b^ 
amid  a  cunous  pervading  smell  that  I  toS  to^' 
m^.  but  which  might  have  been  cocfa^chls  I 
J^bntvdy  for  Elsie  to  feel  like  that.  For  sSfkad 
be^just  aU  too  secure  and  cock-a-hoop  uptiU  now 

Si^ht^A*     ^f  ^*^*  dog  kemiels  on  a  moon- 
B^^  n  ^*^y^*«'i*tri^theUttlegirrsstomach. 

TK^«  *u  •      "  J°®'  &«*  n»e  out  of  this  !  " 

m*n  o     *he,°ft  moment,  just  hke  thrusting  a  stick 

I  ^*?^^^'  ^^^  "d  °»ad«  after^  ^^ 
I  don  t  know  what  might  have  happened.    Tome 
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otTJJi     ^*^e  tm  we  found  ou«elv«  in  the 
t^^^^'^^T^'    This  had  seemed  creepy  cno,^ 

p^  as  homehke  and  as  pleasant,  with  the  open  air 
and  the  waving  woods  and  aU.  t^  ^ 

Within  the  bam  we  heard  elricht  squeaks  and  cries 
SSw r/-  ""T'u  ^"*  °^*^^^  ^^« -^oor.  holLgTe' 
stood  a  taU.  masculme  woman  with  ^y.  smoothly 
^^n,^-  ^^  i°  ^  black  blouse^nd  sST^t 
had  somethmg  under  them  which  looked  like  the 
haircloth  covering  of  the  chairs  in  our^ond  bSt 

Zh  Jr.^  f*^  '^-*^^-  She  was  the  woman 
mth  the  short  skirt  we  had  seen  watering  tb-  ^ 

^^TlTi^'"^^^  ''^  ^^  and^moat 
a«.«i^.,         .  ^^™'  "^y  housekeeper."  said  Elsie's 
grandfather  automatically. 

"  Aphra  OiTin  !  "  said  the  lady,  with  a  prim  intona- 

wSo  hSSH^''  ^^^  ^'  "^^  ^"^  ^  h«r  pride,  "^e 
ILd  th^  .^'f^  up  to  be  a  mother  to  the;rphan 
fflh^ff^^T'  *°  *^^«  *^«  ^««s  and  th«« 

nC^^u^^^"^'  ^^  *^*^  *^  <=Jasbing  into  its 
P^  ^*^  ber  foot,  and  with  the  cuT^the  wd^ 

outwards  the  screeching  behind  it  redoubSi 

fter  bre^t.    There  was  a  certain  weary  dignity  about 

"  Th^v/         "^d.  as  all  in  Breconside  averred. 
They  ^e  worse  than  usual  to-day."  she  said  with  a 

^aH^^^^'  TheyshallstaytheretiUIcome 
and  fetch  them  out  I    No  food  for  such  as  they  1" 
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Shctumed  about  and  called  hurriedly :  "  Jeremy! 

Then  the  big  black  man  with  the  ringlets,  the  onyx 
eyes  and  gipsy's  skin,  came  bounding  toward  us  He 
semed  to  arrive  from  the  direction  of  the  moat, 
but  from  much  farther  round  and  nearer  to  the  house 
than  the  bridge  by  which  we  had  crossed.  He  was 
fijinmng  and  holding  his  hands  behind  him,  like  a 
child  who  fears  to  be  punished.  I  soon  noticed  that 
he  was  fax  more  afraid  of  his  sister  than  he  had  been 
of  Mr.  Stennis  and  his  riding  whip. 

"Show  your  hands  I"  The  taU  woman  spoke 
m  a  tcHtte  of  command  Jeremy  stood  grinning  before 
her.  Then  quite  sucdenly  he  began  to  cry  Bic 
tears  rolled  down  his  f?ce. 

"  I  ^y,^'}—^  haven't,  i^-deed,  Aphra  I  "  he  whim- 
pere-*  I  have  only  been  sailing  boats  on  the  moat  I 
Indeed,  I  have  I  " 

"  Show  your  hands  I " 

She^spoke  so  shortly  that  the  great,  cleanly  built 
powerful  giant  fairly  quaked  before  her. 

"  I  wiU-I  will !"  he  repeated.    "  Yes.  Aphra  I " 

And  aU  the  time  he  was  evidently  rubbing  them 
together  as  hard  as  he  could.  I  could  see  his  shouMers 
and  elbows  working.  Then  the  tall  woman,  losing  aU 
patience,  snatched  at  his  arms  and  pulled  the  hands 
diarply  forward.  The  marks  of  earth  between  the 
fingers  and  about  the  nails  were  obvious.  But  Jeremy 
stiU  continued  to  rub  off  the  Uttle  pellets  of  mould, 
raising  his  fingers  and  looking  at  them  with  an  air  of 
suipnse,  as  if  he  wondered  how  in  the  world  the  dirt 
had  got  there. 

"You  have  b^  digging  again  I"  cried  Miss  Orrin ; 
tnis  18  the  third  tune,  and  you  are  well  awar<»  of  the 
penalty  1 " 
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Jairly  rolling  down  JZ^^  ^Z^^V^ 
!*«.  Aphra,  but "  "P  "*•  "  yo" 

mon  with  all  BredZ.M.  t  7?       .      '"• '"  «>»• 

••n.o«n,t«i-Tttri^.  r    '^'^ "'  *"«  *"^ 
imagined.         "  ""  "«"  Grange,  could  not  wsU  be 

••  to  drink^  r^^of  'ea*f  ^  •»  *°  «»  »*»  ""e  houae 

ia^t'Tth^'^t-^f.^J'-'o^'ongn.orning-. 
at  aU  taken  =™„  *""*  exatements  had  not 

th^t*^4^C'lI^'''p* -^  <^  ***'  •--*  -. 

children  oftm  X?^  «t««d  such  an  mvitotion.  But 
though^^^  t:Zi^^,  tUn^  through  .heer 
m«.  than  children'rrt  ^  *'  ""'  "«^ 

th»  ^t  S?'  "^ '"'  •^"^"O.  even  brtter 
that  auhis  MtaT?  X^K^i!^  °'  '"^'^  "»*  <Jay. 
suiEced  m  or*^!  '^""^y  "-y^i-g  would  have 
introduction  f„T     '^  °  °"  <J«nands  I   Perhaps  an 

Banquo.  4htt^,*«SST'?„™"'  '''»«l-«»lt.red 

A3it.eS^t.nXttr;:L:!zsr^- 
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«i*h  ^  "^^o^t^  «  into  a  neatly  arranged  parlonr 
jnth  the  usual  stuffy  smeU  from  un^3^^' 
Sheleft  usammute  alone  to  examine  t^ickTnX 
while  she  went  elsewhere,  doubtless  to  arrant  m^^ 
with  her  cmng  brother  Jeremy.  We  wevT^lUnZ 
dark  as  to  the  crime  he  had  commiu^  InV  k 
remaining  seated  on  the  edge  of  a™  te;,^^:^^ 

*h«7l        ,i^*^  P""^*^  "P  *^«  t>^'»ds,  and  throtih 

f^JllS       ^  -^^^  ^^""^  P^°*«  o^  "««3.  Which  ahncit 
^edgrov«msomeplaces.    The  parlour  ^  rS^ 

but'aSt  SnTthiTf  ^  "^r^  ^i^^X 
«8  Chiefly  of  old  black  oak.  with  m  exL!^„ 

tne  walls     These  had  been  covered,  presumablv  hv 
Mi^  Ornn.  with  bright^oloured  chiitr 'rfTit^ 

chtp^e^trh-^  r  ^"^^^°-  which' so^:: 

cneapened  the  high,  antique  mantelpiece  the  nuainT 
comer  cupboards,  and  the  tall.  high-backS  nn^n^I 
ranged  at  equal  intervals  abo^t  the  r^m      "^  ''"^ 
Fnr  ^^°°i  '''J^  ^^  ^  ^^^«  described  all"  this  ariirht 

t^roatT  "ttrPK^^^.x^'^^y  ^"*^"  took  usbTt. 
mroats.     Both  Elsie  and  I  were  clad  whpn  Mr   cf^  " 

to  which  our  .yes  we«  instantly  att^l^  ^'""^ 

-theta^^  r**T'l''?"'  ''"^  "''*  '<"««>*  its  cunning 
the  trade  by  which  he  made  his  silte  I  •■  saidte? 
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could  not  have  believ^  iM  h^  ^^"^  ^^'  ^^  ^ 

back  to  N«a  ^L^"  ^l?f  '"f "  '  «°*  '•«'  "fe 

came  into  thS  pario^  I^H  »^     T?«  «nile  Ifiss  Orrin 
"  V-  J^ii  K  r^^°^  ^^  began  to  lay  the  cloth 

^^       "gn,  wmch  reminded  us  unpleasantly  of  her 
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\yE  had  scarcdy  itarted  our  tea,  and  h-,K«. 

a  noL  of'^.r**^  ""?"  T"  ^"•'  "hen  the,-.  '  * 
mdTolJ  ^"  ""'*'.'««?»»«  from  Uie  ho.  lingtl 

throat  was  aatonishuig  in  the  ^eme.    Thw  ,C^ 
howrjer,  certainly  «veral  »rts  of  cake  hat*^  JS 

K.«T^^e^f^^^SF^-- 

beL'SK."  *"  '^*'  »'"»«h-  They  might  have 
b«n  as  hannless  as  my  father's  acid  drop..  But  afS 
ZI^Z,:^  one  Elsie,  and  I  was'^not^^^^": 

»n^'C:.^  T"  °'  ?"^  '«='<«  *"«  "«»«. 
mmi».  ?°^'  "•  ^''"^  frowned,  an  nriv  look 
commg  over  his  face,  while  on  the  contAry  oS  somH 
had  a  stUl  more  extraordinary  eSect  ukJTjZ  S 

S^r'^L*^"' »- »«y. 'o'^^"  a  mo^t 

bobK^eiT'i^'Tf  rf^"^'"  """  "-^^^ 
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In  ten  leconds  the  fierce,  angular  old  maid  lodced  ten 
years  younger.  Love,  vanity,  sell-consciousness— ye 
are  wondrous  things. 

"  If  it's  that  interfering  curate  from  Over  Breckonton. 
I'll  throw  him  into  the  moat  I  I'll  have  the  dogs  on 
him,"  growled  Mr.  Stennis,  "  always  poking  his  nose  in 
when  he  is  least  wanted  1 " 

Then  he  turned  to  his  housekeeper,  and  detecting 
uer  busy  fingers,  he  said  with  a  sneer — 

"  What,  prinking  again  !  I  see.  Only  the  beneficed 
clergy  have  any  chance  with  you,  Biiss  Aphra  !  " 

"  Beneficed  !  "  she  cried.  "  Ah  !  poor  lad,  I  wish  he 
were  I  If  I  had  my  will  it  would  not  all  go  to  that  lazy 
vicar,  who  never  does  a  ha'pworth  of  good,  but  rides 
to  hounds  and  preaches  his  father's  sermons,  because 
he  cazmot  make  one  for  himself." 

"  Ha  !  "  cried  the  old  man,  "  be  oil  with  you,  young 
ones.  Miss  Orrin  is  going  to  receive  spiritual  direction 
and  absolution." 

The  tall  old  woman  started  up,  her  right  hand  upon 
the  bread  knife,  as  if  she  could  have  killed  her  master 
with  it  on  the  spot. 

"  Well  would  it  be  for  you.  Hobby  Stennis,  if  you 
did  the  like  I"  she  said,  restraining  herself  with  difliculty. 
"  But  there's  Mr.  Ablethorpe,  and  he  must  not  be  keot 
waiting  I "  *^ 

"  Of  course  not.  Miss  Orrin,"  said  Mr.  Stennis 
sneeringly.  "  It  were  a  pity  indeed  that  he  should— 
and  become  so  far  to  administer  spiritual  consolation 
to  conscious  sinners !  " 

Then  the  old  woman  was  roused  to  fury. 

"  Sinner  am  I  ?  "  she  said,  going  up  and  bending  her 
body  till  her  face  came  within  an  inch  of  two  of  that  of 
the  old  man,  who  was  seated,  pretending  to  go  on  with 
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his  tea.  "  Sinner  am  I  ?  WeU.  I  do  not  deny  it. 
But  at  least,  if  sinner  I  be,  it  is  that  I  may  find  a  home 
and  a  hvehhood  f  or  those  three  poor  things,  whom  God 
nath  bereft  of  their  reason  !  But  as  for  you—iox  what 
do  you  sin— sin  tiU  the  sand  of  the  sea  could  hardly  tell 
the  multitude  of  your  aimes,  poured  from  the  hand  like 
water,  a  grain  for  a  sin  ?  For  money—yes,  for  dirty 
gold  I  For  mjney  which  you  dare  not  spend,  and  for 
geta  which  you  dare  not  show  I  Answer  me  that  I 
>^d  if  smner  I  be— I  have  never  heard  or  read  that 
the  Gospel  is  not  for  sinners  !  Do  I  not  need  it  the 
more.  Hobby  Stennis?  And  the  young  man  is  a  good 
young  man,  and  speaks  to  me  of  high  things— such  as 
I  need  much,  and  you  more  I  " 

"  Have  your  shown  him  your  Mumbo-Jumbo  worship 
in  the  tern  ?  Or  your  sisters,  kneeling  before  the 
httle  coflfins— all  that  flummery  ?  You  ought  to  be 
ashamed-you,  Aphra  Orrin,  you,  a  woman  of  sense, 
and  able  to  know  better ! " 

"  And  if  I  told  Mr.  Ablethorpe  all,  he  would  under- 
stand,   retorted  the  old  maid.  "  He  would  understand 
that  thMe  who  cannot  know  God  must  be  content 
with  such  a  God  as  they  can  understand  I  " 
^  Ifc.  Stennis  laughed,  but  there  was  a  false  ring  in  his 

"  Aye,"  he  said,  "doubtless  there  are  a  great  many 
things  whKOi  the  good  young  man,  Mr.  Ablethorpe, 
cannot  understand.  Did  you  ever,  by  chance,  try  to 
teach  hun  a  Uttle  gardening  ?  " 

"  No,  and  weU  for  you.  Hobby  Stennis  I  "  cried  the 
woman,  still  threateningly. 

Jir^^t^  ^;u  '^J^''  °*^  "»*"•  "  I  «o  to  see  these 
bairns  acroM  the  bndge  and  safe  on  their  way  home. 
Then  to  my  weaving!    Where  is  Jeremy?  " 
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"How  should  I  know  were  leremv  i^-^.  __  ^ 
yo"  ertmd.,  doubtIe«  I  •■  Z^  ^^ZLTj^ 
to  dom,  the  drawbridge  m^."^  j  ^J^ 
"»t  you  o«er  no  indieiiitv  to  th.  ,™rt.  !ir  "  ■* 
0^  to  enter  yoS*lZe^'""  °~  "<»«*■»»  »ho 

atthettoTn^w'^T*^'    A* '«»«.» I  thought 

to  find  ShaC  te^'lT.o.'iS:'  ~'^««' 

AH  the  same,  it  was  like  coming  outof  ^«,  ^ 
with  many  people  therein  i,,*!I^ir  •?     ^'"  "**"' 
the  winter  «W%!  !l?^',      "  **  "'*«*  and  chiU  of 

^y^.VteS^Ll°:  good  to  pass  by  the 
»«nied  tVme  thaTet!^  i?*,'^  «««.  giBM  again  lit 
be  croaaed  if  ,,  f  *' ''"''  *"'*  "■'toi  moat  could 
We^ii  r  """y  ^  "  determinedly  en^ 

But  there  ^'„7^''1°'^  "««>  '»  "«  Uvea. 
thrownT^tTlf  i^H''™*"'-    «*«  Orrin  had 

»«i.t  g^  th^^t  w^'^i'TT""'*'^  ^^ 

•Jerical  attire  whn  .t^  ™!-  '  *  *°°  5™™*  "»«>  m 

do^  ttfb^l.^^  °°^  "  wearriv«3;  "  I^  fc? 
to  be  X«^  ^*"''  °'  "^  °*°'  «d  did  not  wish 
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"Ikopetti«tI«mnot  intrudin*  I "  called  on*  ♦!,-. 
><>««-»«  fc«,  the  «.rth„  baiT*"  I  c^^fw 
^H«.    It -ffl  «»  be  the  fcMt  t«^*Ti:^ 

"  i  fli"  '^  v"""'"  "*">  «■«  oM  woman  hartUv  • 
»  a  iBoment  the  bridge  will  be  down  "  ' ' 

And  dK  nuhed  to  the  little  wheelhouU  to  w  i»,  ♦!,. 
«b«"  with  a  reheving  motion  of  hTw  '  a  i  ?  ** 
<«i«t«ly  the  ponderom  Z^^'e^e  Ttokit  .""T 
ro^d.  -xking  into  the  pawls^LtS^id^^^' 
♦^IPJ^"*  «*»!»  of  well^iled  machin^  "'*'' 
th^      *"  "^  *""  'o  ■«  introduced     Mr  Able- 

a^e.^:sji'KaiJX^j™r°'r 
^r^:^:.^n:lr:r-S^P^ 

accustomed  to  such  treatment    f«^^u     T     *°°"8:h 

S^d^^^.  ""^  "'  *^  »"'  "«'ver.fa™er°f  te 
"Halloo,  Joseph   Yarrow"   sairf   Ur    auwu 

^.ilT^~u  '^  P"*  »  ■»'  »'  »««>t  on  the  *ln 

yo^aThr^i^rpTr^^**  t""-  ^''^*^ 

he  woaldfflw  «^  aLt  J  ^  '     T^*  ■"*  ^^  *•»« 
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u.  «I!l^  ^l*^*u  ^^^  ^y^  him.  which  made 
t^.!«  ir*  ^}  ^^  ^^^  ^  °<*«^  half  so  m^ 

And  who  IS  this  young  lady  ?  "  he  said,  looking  at 

wh  J^i^    r    ^"*^»»^  looked  very  nice^h^t  way- 
what  people^   J  pretty  and  "  chic  "  (whatever  that  liay 

^'  1^  T  '"^'u'u  """^^'^^  ™  interestrto 

tWin^lK  T  r****  .^  P^""  "^^'^^  ^''O'^^."  said  Kiss 
pmn  who  had  no  doubt  noticed  the  interest  as  weU  as 
I.  one  named  Nance  Edgar,  not  very  far  out  of 
aS^Z?  ^'    ^"*  "°*  ^  you/ parish.  \^. 

o«?"V^  Ablethorpe  had  his  own  time  of  doing  thinn 

ta  iT^      *  ^^  *"  ^^'  ^  ^^'^^  °^  ^'  he  w3t 

•'Lives  with  a  poor  woman,  does  she ?— Nancy— 

w^""T*?*v  ""^^  ^^  y°«  say  ?"  he  went  on  in  the 

Bnt"!"::^''^  r^?"  "^  ^^'  ^^^*i°°^  information! 
I5ut  I  was  not  gomg  to  stand  thi»-from  Miss  Orrin 
or  any  one.  about  my  Elsie.  ^^ 

diili^T^  ^  ^^'  ^*'°°^'"  ^  ^^'  ^th  what  of 
Agmty  I  could  compass  with  my  inches.  "  the  only 

^daughter  of  Mr  Stemiis.  the    owner  of  ^ 

iZ^ul  *"?!";  "  ^^  *^^  yo"°«  '"an.  looking,  as  I 
thought.alittlereproachfuUyatMiss Orrin:  "TL^ot 
senously  aware  that  Mr.  Stemus  had  any  relative 

"  This  girl  has  been  represented  as  the  child  of  his 
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dai^ter  Isabella,"  said  Miss  Orrin.  "  but  Mr.  Stennis 
doubtless  for  exceUent  reasons,  has  never  acknowledged 
her  as  such  !  "  ^ 

*!. "5?*.*^?.**"'*'**  ^^°^^  ^^  *^*  registrar  have, 
though  said  I.  "  You  can  speak  to  old  Mr.  Askew, 
if  you  hke— he  knows  !  " 

"  You  can  go  now,"  said  Miss  Orrin,  with  dignity,  cut- 
ting me  short."  and  remember  that  you  are  not  to  return 
till  you  have  received  an  invitation.  Mr.  Stennis  will 
overlook  your  conduct  on  this  occasion,  in  consideration 
ofyouryouth  and  ignorance.  But  you  will  know  better 
the  next  time,  and  no  such  excuse  will  be  accepted  " 

AsMr.Ablethorpe  passed  me  he  nodded  his  blonde 
curly  head  at  me,  twinkled  his  eye,  and  said  •  "  Tell 
your  father  that  I  am  going  to  look  him  up  one  of  these 
days.  I  want  a  subscription  for  our  Oigan  Fund 
but  I  won't  say  anything  about  where  I  found  you~I 
promise  you  that."  ^ 

He  looked  at  Elsie,  too,  as  if  he  had  meant  to  say 
swnetiimg  jokingly  to  her  also,  but  thought  better  of  it 
Then  he  hfted  his  hat  and  passed  away  across  the  green 
lawn  side  by  side  with  Miss  Orrin.  They  wove  there  way 
aniong  the  clumps  of  lilies  tiU  they  were  lost  to  view 

t  ther""^"^  ^  *****  ^^^^  "^"^  ^^"^  earnestly 
And  from  the  bam,  very  lonesome  across  the  black 
water  of  the  moat,  came  the  indignant  hooting  of  the 
mad  sisters  still  shut  up  behind  the  barred  door,  with 
the  black  altar  and  the  httle  coffins. 


CHAPTER   IX 
ELSIE'S  VISITOR 

V  Tm.^^^\'^  *^  ^*"'  °"^  fi"t  ^d  (for  the 
Jl      tune  being)  last  visit  to  Deep  Moat    Grawe 

El«e  and  I  had  arrived  back  at  NaSce's  our  S 
and  evc«  our  arms  laden  with  flowers.    Foi  N^cehS 

Sie  h^^^°llT°''  ""^  ^^"^  from  looking^ 
uie  nouse.    We  had   ,'one  wandering  over  the  lone 
whmny  knowes  which     retch  away  to  the  sou^   tm 
from  the  top  of  Brom  Beacon,  one  can  4  the^'sh^ 
crowdmg  mto  the  d.xks  of  East  Dene  ^  ^orai^ 

^^^rh^kin^d^  ^'  '^   -^^-^^^^  ^'  -^^> 

It  was  a  day  to  be  renembered,  and  as  a  matter 

Brom  Water  where  it  was  as  broad  as  a  lake  oS 
conveyance  was  a  pemiy  flatboat.  rumiing  oTa  chSS^ 
M^ch  Cham  hauled  itself  up  wet  alxd  ^^^  fro^^' 

^^out'oTtH  A"*"^'-*»^^onwes?retch2^S! 
selves  out  on  the  greensward  upon  a  green  knoU  above 

ll^Tio'Tf.  '^%*^^  We'^ere  siltttd 
mt«ied  to  the  the  wmd  among  the  leaves  and  the 

m^L^hlT^  f!!'""."^"-  Only  one  thing  troubled 
me~the  knowledge  that  in  the  autumn  I  must  W 
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Breckonside  and  go  to  college.  College  itself  I  did 
not  mind  about.  There  was  a  certain  amount  of  fun 
in  being  a  student— or  so  I  had  always  been  told. 
What  I  really  did  mind  about  was  leaving  Elsie. 

It  would  be— I  knew  it  by  instinct— like  cutting  off 
a  part  of  my  own  body  to  go  walking  lonely  on  Satur- 
days when  we  had  so  often  loitered  in  company, 
thinking  that  the  good  days  would  never  cease,  wanting 
nothing  better,  nothing  other  than  just  what  we  had. 
Ah  !  I  had  a  prevision  that  day  that  Elsie  and  I  had 
better  make  the  most  of  our  time  during  this  summer. 
For  the  winter  would  try  our  friendship. 

What  I  did  not  foresee  was  how  suddenly  Elsie 
would  grow  up.  Yet  she  had  always  done  things  sud- 
denly—from boxing  my  ears  to  deciding  to  continue 
her  studies  at  home.  She  did  the  latter  that  very 
day,  and  in  the  evening  she  announced  to  Nance  that 
she  was  not  going  back  to  school. 

"  Very  weU,"  said  Nance,  not  in  the  least  surprised. 
Indeed,  with  her  own  limited  education,  she  had 
often  wondered  why  Elsie  had  prolonged  hers  so 
unnecessarily. 

It  was  pleasant  in  Nance's  cottage  by  the  Bridge 
End  of  Breckonside.  The  house  was,  as  perhaps  I 
have  akeady  explained,  overwhehned  in  a  perfect  show 
of  creeping  flowers,  not  all  of  them  yet  in  their  full 
bloom  of  colour,  but  always  spreading  up  to  the 
chimneys  and  throwing  abroad  reckless  tendrils  that 
brushed  the  face  as  one  entered  the  Uttle  wooden  porch. 

Nance  was  busy  with  the  supper  dishes,  and  Elsie 
had  come  down  aftei  '  giving  her  uair  a  tidy,"  as  she 
had  been  conunanded  by  Nance  to  do. 

"  Who  do  you  think  has  been  here  the  day  ?  "  said 
Nance  suddenly. 
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but   £]sie  guessed  her 


grandfather. 
:;^eyomigEnglishministerfrom  OverBreckanton  " 

83  evw  was^h  .  if       t     '     *>  fine  an  Englisher 

hae  bLTt'oTl'SVr^'  ha„<ik«;:hief  that  wad 

.  «.d  a  black  can^'reLX,'^  "^"^"'^  "  "^  ■>«<»• 

to  be  listeninir     R„t  Ik    r**^""-    She  did  not  seem 
words  ^^'    ®"'  ^^  *""<>  »*"  «ough.  as  her 

l^°y  ^^«  onT  '""?'"P' '    J~  '"'O  I  met 
other  Ly^      "  *^'  "*''  *"  "y  godfather's  the 

no'!::;e*q«X'^rth??r".  «»t  tt«e  would  be 

wasaJlaffoctohparnf+K-^  J  ,J:^  *"**•  Nance 
»hich  r^h^i';""^^^^"'^"^' Grange, 
and  news  of  th.  mlj  ,  "P*  *■""  *>•«  outside, 
gath^rrf  I'S  ^  ^^^  '»^«''  8'»<»*«1  had 
ind«=d.noonehaT^„3^h,'r1'^>  ""-er  I  For, 
the  High-Church  cSSTwho  ^^.I^'^^.'^^P* 
periodically  to"  confess  ••Mto^  *""*""    «"* 

bro^S  byte'S  to  .h'^^*"/  P"™""'  *^ 

sackTand  from  then^^i"'  °'  ""^  f'^^''"^''  *» 
powerful  Jer^v  Se  ^1^  "''"^  1"  "'e  back  of  the 

that  day  i^^  teTTh^""'  *''™  ^  """^  «» 
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But  it  was  then  that  I  began  first  to  understand 
wha    abswcc  at  coUcge  might   cost  me.    I   looked 

of  "M^  H  fi,"^.*^  *r^  "P  ***^  ""^*  P^  bundles 
♦kL.  ^^I^"'  b^t  her  face  was  held  down,  and 
th«re  was  a  httle  conscious  flush  upon  her  cheek.    I 

^fu^lt^'^*^*  ''  ^^''^'  ^^  ''  ^«  °°  «»«  Jike 
a  judgment.    Elsie  was  pretty. 

wifh'^tT*  *^i^*^y,^sh  she  hadn't  been,  but  oh.  I  did 

wish  that  nobody  had  been  able  to  see  it  but  myself  I 

That  Enghsh  curate,  with  his  curly  poll  and  clear 

SJeLTK'^'u"''."^"  *  nightmare.  I  resolved  to 
thnL*  ^^^!  ^^^°»e  as  it  looked-aye.  if  he  were 
luJ^i  °Jfn  that  ever  stepped  in  shoe  leather,  and  had 
chmbed  all  the  mountains  in  Switzerland  and  giv^ 

h^  dnn^"  ^f  i?  "^T^  '^  '^  ^^  P^'  ^  they  sdd  he 
had  done.    I  did  not  care  how  good  he  was     I  was 

d«perate  at  the  thought  of  losing  Elsie.    Not'  for  love 

-^h  no,  thank  you.    I  had  more  sense  than  that.    But 

just  to  go  about  with,  and  be  my  Uttle  'panion.  as  she 

?.^.f7^^'  '^^  ^^  ^^"^^  be.  and  as  I  expected  her  to 
remain. 

,f.^*  *^f  ^^^te  did  not  let  grass  grow  imder  his  foot- 
«f  ^'   vl7^  °°^y  ^"^^  ^y^  *^^°^«  he  was  back  again 

t^n.  \      ^^',5"?  '^  ^  had  not  had  the  sense  to  play 
H^.m\     ^°"^^have  found  Elsie  by  hereelf.  as  no 
doubt  he  expected  to  do.     But  I  was  there  seated  on 
the  table,  swinging  my  legs. 
He  began  at  once  saying  how  sorry  he  was  that 

tT'Tu""''^^  '^^'  he  had  so  much  enjoyed  the 
^  with  her  the  other  day.    But  mider  my  breath 

LuTh«?r^'  ^'"  '  ^"^  ■  "  ^^^  I  knew  quite 
fTltK  uf  "^  """"^^  ""^  P"^^  to  see  Elsie,  and 
the  thought  gave  me  catchings  of  the  bieath  when 
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I  thought  of  going  to  college.  I  wwn't  jetkwt  t  Wt. 
of  course,  oi^  I  couldn't  bear  to  think  of  any  othei 
fellow  being  friends  with  EWe.  y  ««« 

V^^Ia^  S'Iw  /  *>«8*»  *o  like  the  parson  better. 
He  lud  heard  that  I  could  bowl  more  than  a  bit,  and 
he  Mked  me  to  make  one  of  the  team  he  was  getting  up 
toplay  thesccond  clcvenof  EastDene.  I  tooktohim 
more  after  that,  and  reaUy  he  did  not  talk  to  Elsie 
oftener  than  he  did  to  me.  More  than  that,  he  did 
not  make  me  feel  in  the  way. 
But  it  was  all  no  go.    From  deep  down  in  my 

I  ^  tT  ^lP*.^^^j^  "P  the  feehng  that  somehoi 
I  was  to  lose  Ebie.  and  that  this  yomig  panon  with  the 
curly  head  would  be  the  cause  of  it.  Ofcourse,  I  waa 
gomg  on  to  eighteen,  and  a  big  fellow  for  my  age.  with 
a  moustache  you  could  see  by  looking  for  it.  But  this 
was  a  full-grown  man  of  twenty-four  at  the  least— 
for  all  that  his  shaven  face  and  sort  of  painted-window 
hair  made  hmi  look  any  age  from  that  of  a  choir  boy 
to  that  of  a  holy  angel. 

He  asked  about  Elsie's  grandfather.sayingthat  he  had 
struggled  long  and  vainly  to  get  him  to  come  to  church, 
or  at  l«8t  to  communion,  but  without  success.  More 
than  that,  he  seemed  to  be  keeping  Miss  Orrin  from 
attending  the  parish  church  of  Over  Breckonton. 
Miss  ton,  so  It  seemed,  had  good  instinct»-«he  was 

™^f  J^A°™^  ""^^^S^^"'  *>"*  something  always 
seemed  to  hold  her  back.    At  a  certain  >-  ^ntriS  became 

^TC  TK-^^^  Ablethorpe.  could  io  nothing  more 
with  her.  This  resistance  he  hoped,  howevCTTto  over- 
come  one  day.  It  was  his  duty  to  study  the  welfare 
of  every  soul  in  his  parish,  and  also  of  those  wandering 
and  foldless  sheep  who  were  cared  for  by  nobody. 
I  had  It  on  my  tongue  tip  to  say  that  there  were 
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mjny  who  cared  for  soub  when  they  were  connected 
ijith  comdy  bodies,  for  that  was  the  kind  of  thing 
that  my  father  was  always  saying.  He  took  himieM 
lor  an  advanced  thinker  whenever  he  quarrelled  with 
war  VKar,  but  between  times  he  was  as  good  a  conserva- 
ttve  as  anybody,  and  stood  up  for  law  and  order  like 
the  chucker-out  of  a  bar-room. 

Elsie  had  not  much  to  say  about  her  people.  She 
never  had.  But  I  told  him.  as  I  always  did  any  one 
who  asked,  that  her  father  had  been  an  army  officer, 
and  hw  mother  the  only  daughter  of  the  Golden  Fanner 
only  that  neither  the  one  nor  the  other  of  them  could 
stand  the  old  man's  ways. 

iniwi  the  young  parson,  as  I  found  to  be  his  custom. 
Jtartedm  to  defend  the  absent,  which  is  all  right  when 
the     absent     is  anyway  decent. 

"  Yw."  he  said.  "  Mr.  Stennis's  habits  are  certainly 
eccratiic.  I  cannot  deny  that.  But  after  all  he  do<» 
a  tot  of  good  in  rather  creditable  circumstances.  He 
gives  shelter  to  four  poor  lunatics  whom  a  sisterly  love 
M^taS"^*^  fro«  the  living  death  of  a  common 

I  told  him  plainly  that  I  thought  it  would  be  much 
i>rtter  for  themselves,  and  infinitely  so  for  the  countr\'- 
side.  if  they  were  allshut  up  in  the  nearest  asylum  under 
proper  care. 

"  What  do  you  mean  ?  "  says  he.  rather  startled. 
For  I  could  see  by  the  changing  of  his  countenance 
^^"-^^'^^'^f"^^^^^^  things.  As.  indeed,  he 
wasboundto  do,  if  he  kept  his  eyes  open  at  aU.  going 
to  Deep  Moat  Grange  as  often  as  he  did. 

But  then,  you  see,  he  was  a  simple  sort  of  young 
man.  and  never  thought,  or  at  least  said,  any  eviTS 
anybody.  »      ^      « ui 
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Then  he  suggested  that  we  would  walk  home  to- 
gether, aiid  though  I  had  meant  to  stay  at  the  cottage 
all  day,  I  actually  went.  But  I  soon  got  him  into  a 
hot  argmnent  with  my  father  (who  could  argue  the 
handle  off  the  village  pump)  about  doctrine  and  sacra- 

""l  .\^i  ^^^  *^^*  *  ^°y  ^as  to  learn  about  in 
school  till  he  hates  the  very  name  of  them.  At  least, 
It  he  has  a  master  Uke  old  Mr.  Mustard.  Then  I 
up  and  shinned  out  of  the  back  door  as  quick  as  I 
could,  lest  father  should  ask  me  where  I  was  going 
aiid  send  me  kiting  all  over  the  country  with  one 
of  our  dehvery  vans.  I  found  Elsie  looking  out  of  the 
wmdow  and  very  pensive. 

,^.^?  ^  *,°^1  ^""I  *°  ^^  ^^^^  *h^*  she  was  thinking  of 
that  curly-headed  curate,  and  she  answered  me  (as, 
of  course,  she  would  naturally  do)  that  whether  she  was 
or  wasn  t,  it  was  no  business  of  mine. 
Then  I  vowed  I  would  make  it  my  business. 
Then  make  it !  "  says  she,  and  turned  away  very 
-haughty  and  went  and  sulked  in  Nancy's  Uttle  room 
which  was  off  the  big  kitchen.    It  was  as  much  as  I 
could  do  to  keep  from  turning  on  my  heel  and  walking 
away,  never  more  to  return.    But  I  knew  that  it  was 
wrong  to  yield  to  passion.    So  I  was  noble  and  stopped 
where  I  was.  *^*^ 

Instead  I  began  to  sweep  up  the  cinders  about  the 
grate  and  get  everything  ready  for  tea.  even  to  scour- 
ing  the  teapot  and  things.  I  used  coarse,  common 
powder,  and  this  I  moistened  by  a  coarse  and  familiar 
method.  The  act  brought  Elsie  out  promptly.  Just 
boundmg  she  was.  Mad  was  no  name  for  it.  She 
called  me  all  the  names  she  could  think  of,  but  she 
didnt  sulk  any  more.  I  thought  she  wouldn't.  That 
always  fetches  her.    She  knows  I  do  it  a-purpose  to 
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make  her  angry,  but  she  can't  help  it— not  one  time 
in  a  thousand.  Elsie  is  built  that  way,  and  from  what 
I  have  seen  quite  a  lot  of  women  are. 

It  works  far  better  than  taffying  up  to  them,  or 
doing  the  dreadful  humble.  Get  them  spitting  mad, 
and  they  will  love  you  ever  after,  or  at  least  for  quite 
a  while. 
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CHAPTER  X 

THE  BROM-WATER  MYSTERY 

XT  is  wonderful  how  soon  a  thing  is  forgotten,  or  at 
X     least  put  on  a  shelf  in  people's  memories.    Poor 
Harry  Foster,  for  example !    There  was  a  man  now— 
a  man  murdered  in  the  discharge  of  his  duty,  if  ever 
a  man  was.    And  after  a  month  or  two  another  man 
was  traveUmg  the  same  road  with  a  new  maU  cart  and 
new  sacks  of  letters,  as  quiet  as  water  going  down  a 
miJJ-lade.    The  only  difference  was  that  he  started  a 
while  later  m  the  morning  than  poor  Harry  after  it 
was  daylight,  in  fact,  so  that  the  Bewick  people  had  to 
wait,  often  till  midday,  before  they  got  their  letters 
And  when  they  made  complaint  to  the  Postmaster- 
General  or  some  other  big-wig,  he  up  and  said  to  them. 
You  Bewickers,  it  is  open  to  you  to  choose  one  of 
yourselves  to  bring  up  the  maUs  from  Breckonside 
nmnmg  the  risk  of  Harry  Foster's  fate  and  providing 
a  sufficient  guarantee  for  any  loss  the  post  office  run 
by  Her  Royal  High  Majesty  may  sustain." 

Something  like  that  he  said.  But  no  Bewicker 
offered.  Of  course  not— why,  they  had  skin  creeps 
at  the  very  thought. 

"  So,"  says  the  post  official  big-wig,  "you  Bewick 
cowards,  be  good  enough  to  shut  up  and  take  your 
letters  when  they  are  sent  out  to  you." 
Still  there  were  people  who   kept  thinking  about 
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poor  Harry  for  all  that.  And  I  was  one  oi  them. 
Elsie  did  not  seem  to  care  so  much,  or  at  least  so  long. 
Did  you  never  observe  that  you  can't  keep  a  girl  long 
interested  in  the  same  thing,  unless  you  keep  on 
telling  her  all  the  time  how  much  prettier  she  is  getting 
to  look?  But  I  did  not  know  even  that  much,  not 
then.  I  was  just  mortal  green— green  as  father's 
spare  pasture  field  after  three  days'  steady  rain  and 
one  of  May  sunshine.  And,  indeed,  to  tell  the  truth 
outright,  I  thought  altogether  too  much  at  that  time 
about  people,  and  too  little  about  my  Latin  and  Greek 
prose,  as  Mr.  Mustard,  who  was  a  good  classic  himself, 
often  told  me.  He  said  I  should  rue  it.  But  I  can't 
say  I  have  ever  gone  as  far  as  that.  Not  to  date, 
anyway.  Perhaps  I  may  some  day,  when  I  start 
reading  Latin  to  pass  the  time. 

The  adventure  grew  more  interesting  to  me  after  the 
policeman  and  detectives  had  one  by  one  all  cleared 
off.  The  affair  was  "  classed,"  as  the  French  say  in 
their  crime  books— I  learned  my  French  out  of  these, 
and  a  joUy  easy  way.  too— that  is,  the  police  were  not 
going  to  do  anything  more  in  the  matter,  unless  some- 
thing fresh  turned  up.  And  it  would  have  to  be 
something  mighty  fresh,  too,  to  move  them.  They 
had  all  got  so  sick  of  the  whole  business. 

There  was  just  one  thing  that  kept  me  back.  That 
was,  I  was  nearly  sure  that  Elsie's  grandfather  had 
something  to  do  with  the  whole  series  of  crimes  of 
which  the  death  of  poor  Harry  was  only  the  last  and 
the  most  senseless.  Perhaps  not  Mr.  Stennis  directly, 
but  somebody  about  Deep  Moat  Grange.  So,  of 
course.  I  did  not  want  to  bring  Elsie  into  it  if  I  could 
help  it.  Because  if  her  grandfather  was  a  murderer, 
and  if  all  the  missing  drovers  and  absconding  cattle 
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dealers  v/ere  laid  to  his  account,  and  he  hanged  for  it 
It  wou^d  be  clearly  impossible  for  Elsie  to  goon  living 
with  Nance  Edgar  at  the  Bridge  End.  .\nd  as  I  was 
not  yet  ready  to  make  other  arrangements  for  her 
(besides  bemg  mortaUy  afraid  of  the  curate).  I  said 
nothing  to  any  one-least  of  all  to  Elsie  herself. 

I  think  I  had  suspected  everybody  for  miles  round 
m  tui^-from  Mr.  Codling  the  policeman  to  the  vicar 
himself.  As  for  poor  Mr.  Ball.  I  had  him  so  completely 
under  observation,  and  was  so  sure  of  his  guilt  that 
when  the  unfortunate  baUiff  went  out  only  to  fodder 
the  cattle.  I  followed  stealthily  in  his  footsteps,  sure 
that  the  secret  of  the  mystery  lay  in  the  range  of 
cattle  sheds  or  under  the  pigs'  feeding  troughs.  In 
the  end  I  only  managed  to  get  a  welting  from  father 
for  commg  home  all  muddy  from  head  to  foot—and 
not  pleasant  mud  at  that. 

But  really  I  did  not  mind.  I  was  always  glad  when 
I  got  home  safe.  Now  I  know  that  I  was  taking  my 
life  m  my  hands  every  minute.  Even  then  I  had 
ghmmermgs  of  the  fact.  The  folks  of  Breckonside 
might  say.  as  they  always  did.  that  the  killing  of  poor 
Harry  was  the  work  of  some  chance  tramps,  who  would 
be  far  away  by  the  next  morning.  But  putting  every- 
thmg  together,  just  as  Sherlock  Hobnes  used  to  do  I 
couldn't  make  it  out  at  all.  I  had  his  spirit,  but  not 
his  luck— no,  not  by  any  means  his  luck. 

This,  however,  was  wnat  I  made  out.  Harry  had 
jogged  on  till  he  met  with  some  one  whom  he  knew 
that  IS.  abnost  immediately  after  he  parted  with  Davie 
Elshmer.  the  poacher.  He  had  talked,  parleyed,  and 
then  accepted  company.  Then  some  one  of  these, 
sittmgontheback  seat  of  the  dog  cart,  had  covered  up 
his  mouth  and  butchered  him  most  foully.    After  that 
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had  certainly  been  .m„l     t  "Sf"*  ^rove-road 

but  my  father  ^dTLw  2,"?  ?"'"*  """»«»• 
^nveyances.  d  SSS  X  thTL^'  i"^ 
the  one  wheel  climbing  the  bank  »rH  *h  'f'»"f«^'»K. 
in  the  slouRh   that  if =„;,„.,  j.*'""*''"  sinking 

»ytt.-,,.th'e'co^en^  MC^rt'lTh"  "f  "-"^' 
would,  must  have  been  «*;*£.  o«^   ''"  "'"'  ""^ 

-a  dead  b^ac^Sl"^  "^? '  *  *^«  *»  *»« 
with  even  m^SX  »  7.  ^  *"«  *°  "^^  *way 

with  negotLblHSu^'^;,' wS  ^f  •  "".'"^'^-n-y 
luckily,    reserved     Si  ?  *°  '^"'"8  bank  had, 

cigaretlesT  tees  sweeT^""^"'*''"'  "  «"= 
StUton  ch^for  the^t?  K  ?^  "  "'"''■  ««■>  » 
(retired),  X  «[ed  out  n,^  1^''  ""'°'"  T"»P'="'» 
Welsh  rabbit  th^1lI?L"r  **""'  •*"  '"^  of  b» 

-«.e,.wereb^ttd?orrJX'v"  ''"1 
them  led  anvwher^     Mo,+k     ^.^   ,       ^"^y'  "^^e  of 

which  there'^'^no  tS^'^oft^J'^-  ""o-^" 
those  made  bv  Mr  ^t^-.        »°y">">g  previous  to 

NotUng  ?thef  "y'a^r"t^/^2i  V',°"^«  O^^- 
my  hand  on  nothfag^  ZJdv  A  ^'r'  '™'"*  P"' 
at  last,  sure  nevertheleS  thT?,  '  ^  '  «*™  "  "P 
-^o.e  0.  DeerM^tX^rXtrrnst^ 

thX\^a5;rm%tl^r.?^  -  -  '"" 

atT„irrB:s;tir  r  -~-„„" 

orecKonside.     I  was  playing  in  the 
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backyard,  half  a  dozen  dogs  tumbling  over  me.  It 
had  been  mtended  that  I  should  go  out  that  afternoon 
with  a  van,  but  somehow  one  of  the  men  had  got  back 
earlier  from  his  morning  round,  and  had  been  re-dis- 
patched as  more  trustworthy.  Also  idleness  in  a 
boy  was  bad  enough,  but  in  a  man  paid  weekly  wages 
—insupportable. 

Good  afternoon,  Mr.  Yarrow,"  cried  the  curate  in 
his  hearty  voice,  loud  but  not  a  bit  preachy— I  give 
him  that  due—"  can  I  have  your  Joe  an  hour  or  two  ?  " 
"  Have  him  and  keep  him,  the  lazy  whelp."  cried 
my  father  from  the  back  shop,  where  he  was  busy 
writing  up  his  books  in  his  shirt  sleeves.    Then,  laying 
down  his  pen  where  it  would  not  roll  over  the  page 
(which  always  roused  him  to  crisply  expressed  anger), 
he  came  out  to  meet  the  young  curate  from  the  neigh- 
bouring parish  of  Breckonton.    Upper  or  Over  Breck- 
onton  was  still  more  dependent  on  my  father  than 
my  native  Breckonside.    There  were  other  ways  of 
getting  supplies  at  Breckonside,  at  least  for  a  time. 
But  Over  Breckonton  was  wholly  dependent  on  my 
father's  vans,  carrier's  carts,  and  general  deUvery  of 
goods. 

They  shook  hands  with  some  heartiness.  For  though 
my  father  had  a  sUndmg  quarrel  with  both  vicare  he 
waj  always  on  the  best  of  terms  with  the  curates. 
"  What  might  you  want  him  for,  Mr.  Ablethorpe  ?  " 
"  Oh,"  said  Mr.  Ablethorpe,  "  the  farmers  are  busy 
with  their  moor  hay,  you  see,  and  I  thought  if  Toe 
and  I "  "^ 

"  Say  no  more,"  cried  my  father,  "  you  shall  have 
him.  And  if  he  does  not  work  like  a  good  'un,  you 
teU  it  to  me,  that's  all !  I  see  now  why  the  farmers 
of  your  parish  call  you  the  '  Hayfork  '  Minister  I  " 
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nr  f  ?.^'  ^uZ"^""^  "?^  *^^''  ^°  *^^y  ?  "  »aid  the  curate. 
^l^  it     ^^"''T^  displeasure  in  the  nickname 
wp^  M       u"''  grea   preacher,  you  know.    So  it  is  ai 
well  to  make  oneself  of  use  some  way  I  " 

hnn.  "i?^*-*'^^*'^  right."  cried  my  father.  "  I 

lazy  bones  of  my  young  whelp.  Joe  !  Ah  Toe  vou 
viUam!  Come  here  I  Don't  skulk  !"  '"''•  J^^' ^^^ 
As  my  father  did  really  know  where  I  was  (and  also 
because  I  was  an  obedient  boy  with  a  reverenceTr^ 
Sktelv'Trtf';'\t'  '"I'^^'^^osue),  I  came  imme- 
whn  Ih  ^tfl  ^"^  *^^  disappointment  of  the  dogs, 
who  thought  themselves  in  for  a  good  long  romp  I 
found  Mr.  Ablethorpe  explaining  to  my  fathe7tha 
we  were  just  going  to  call  in  at  Brom  Coniion  Farm  to 

w^anoM  ^:rT  '  ^!$\^*'  ^^^  hay^thatTaleb 
was  an  old  man.  and  would  be  the  better  of  the  assist- 

Zm  I  V^'""  "^  ''""'^y  ^™^-  Furthennore.  it 
would  keep  Joe  m  trainmg  for  the  next  cricket  match 
-B^konton  and  District  v.  Upper  Dene  HoTpiS 

"  ^/o^'t  ^ow  exactly  how  long  we  shaU  be.  I  teU 
you  frankly  "  said  the  cuntte.     "If  old  Cafeb  hS 
nearly  fimshed.  Joe  and  I  may  take  a  walk  before 
commghome.    It  won't  do  to  have  him  getting  sfaS 
lymg  about  the  yard  like  this "  ^         ' 

to'l^K ''w  "!!"*{'  "^^  "^y  ^^*^^^'  ^ho  ™  aching 
lLf\  .  *'  ^''  ^"^''  ^^  ^^h^d  'nothing  bettef 
than  to  have  me  taken  off  his  hands,  "  all  serene  1 
Don't  you  fret.  Mr.  Ablethorpe.  Joe  ;ill  be  ^good 
keepmg  along  of  you.  I  wish  I  'could  say  as  much 
o^hrmdways.    He  is  a  wandering.  good-L-noZg 

That,  you  see,  was  my  father's  way  of  talking.    He 
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didn't  mean  anything  by  it.  But  the  words  just 
flowed  naturally  from  him,  and  he  could  no  more  help 
abusmg  me.  or.  indeed,  any  of  his  men,  than  taking  a 
snooze  when  sleepy  in  the  afternoon. 

The  curate,  who  knew  that  barking  keeps  the  teeth 
open  and  so  prevents  biting,  simply  laughed  and  said, 
WeU,  come  along.  Joe  I    You  are  under  my  care 
and  authority  for  this  day.  at  any  rate." 

As  for  me,  I  was  glad  enough.  For.  but  for  Elsie, 
and  the  thought  of  my  going  to  college  in  the  late 
autumn,  I  liked  Mr.  Ablethorpe  very  well,  as,  for  that 
matter,  did  nearly  every  one  who  knew  him— except 
his  vicar,  who  did  not  appreciate  a  young  man  being 
so  popular ;  "  stealing  the  hearts  of  his  congregation 
from  him,"  as  he  expressed  it. 

I  was  still  gladder,  because  I  knew  that  that  afternoon 
there  was  not  the  least  chance  of  seeing  Elsie.  She 
had  gone  up  to  read  Latin  and  pUes  of  hard  books 
with  Miss  Martha  Mustard,  the  dominie's  sister,  who 
was  Sk^^  to  be  far  more  learned  even  than  he.  At 
any  rate,  though  not  what  you  would  call  "  honey- 
suckle sweet,"  she  had  at  least  a  far  better  temper. 

The  curate  and  I  set  out.  It  was  the  selfsame  road 
that  Elsie  and  I  had  taken  earlier  in  the  year,  on  the 
May  morning  when  we  were  the  first  to  look  inside  poor 
Harry  Foster's  blood-stained  mail  cart. 

But  now  the  leaves  were  turning  and  drying,  already 
brown  at  the  edges,  and  splotched  with  yellow  and 
green  along  the  webbing  inside.  Soon  our  feet  were 
on  the  heather,  and  I  watched  the  curate  to  see  if  he 
would  turn  his  head  to  take  a  look  across  at  the  little 
creeper-hidden  cot  at  the  Bridge  End,  where  Elsie 
was  not.  But  either  he  was  on  his  guard,  or  he  was 
as  well  awartj  as  I  myself  of  her  absence.    At  any 
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rate  he  never  turned  his  head,  but  swung  along  with 
a  jolly  hillman's  stride  which  it  took  me  aU  my  pith 
and  length  of  Umb  to  keep  pace  with. 

And  as  we  went  he  unproved  the  occasion.     >^ot 

like  a  common  minister,  who  asks  you  if  you  nave 

been  a  good  boy  and  always  tell  the  truth.    Silly 

questions,  as  if  the  man  had  never  been  a  boy  himself ! 

But  the  curate  said :    "  Now,  look  here,  you  are 

gcttmg  out  of  the  way  of  going  to  church,  just  because 

of  your  father's  silly  quarrel  with  the  vicar  of  your 

parish.    That  may  be  well  enough  for  your  father.    He 

is  a  grown  man.  and  can  judge  about  these  things  as 

wdl  as  you  or  I.    But  it  is  different  with  a  young 

feUow.    He  gets  into  bad  habits.    Oh.  yes,  I  know 

you  go  sometimes  to  the  Presbyterian  chapel  "  (he 

actually  used  the  word  chapel ! ).  "  but  you  do  that 

because  Miss  Stennis  is  your  friend,  and  though    of 

course,  anything  is  better  than  nothing "       ' 

"It's  as  good  as "  I  was  beginning  hotly,  when 

he  interrupted  me. 

"Yes,  yes."  he  cried  hastily,  "  of  course  that  is  all 
nght  for  those  who  are  in  it.  But  you  are  a  Churchman 
and  the  son  of  a  Churchman.  /  don't  go  huntine 
Presbytenans  aU  over  two  parishes.  But  when  I  see 
a  Churchman,  and  the  son  of  a  Churchman,  in  danger 
of  dnftmg-well.  I  step  over  the  line  of  my  duty  ^d 
speak  my  mind."  j        j      ^M. 

I  answered  nothing,  for  after  aU  clergymen  have  a 
monopoly  of  that  kind  of  talk.  But  I  kept  my  wits 
about  me.  I  thought  he  was  going  to  ask  me  to  come 
r^ariy  to  his  church  so  as  to  keep  me  away  from 
Elsie,  but  not  a  bit  of  him. 

"What  I  want  you  to  promise  me  is  that  when  you 
go  to  Edinburgh  you  will  lose  no  time  in  looking  up  a 
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want  you  to  io  on  L  """^  °°^  ^^^  "?'  «"*  I 
being  worth  two  nLl^  Pn^^^P^e  of  one  volunteer 
will  do  you  ^Z  ^JTff  "''\  ^^'^  ^^^  that,  it 
here  in  Cc^l^iX/S^  '""  '''' ^.^'^  '"*"^» 
you  are  being  looked  arter^'btiT^.^  ^^'^  ^I?"* 
your  liberty  will  b*.  ir^tllt  ^    ■  }  °°"  *  mean  that 

-.y  way.  don',  be  'af«W.  ^Ha*   rZ""T-     ^'" 
through."  ^  ^y^  ^^  see  you 

sairxidrin  h:aiT.K""p' '""'"  '^''  -  -= 

"cover."  as  weU  as  a^Vh  ♦  ^''j""  *»»  »  «<»<J 
though  I  wo^d  ^k  t,  A^  ""5  "^"8'  •»*'"■  I 
hav/bee.  o^.-'^.^e'^t  fh^^ltuMT"  ^rJ 

For  there  were  heam^nS  k      ^'- ^Wethorpe's  mind. 
Elsie     He  rn^y  f  iv     I  H„^°t'  ""^"^  *»  '"'B't 

.ru.7eS::„?:Serci:uts  rr-'^ 

how,  though  the  Pr^hJi!,,-!  .    ^""^  '^''^Pe'.  and 

m  ^otlan?  they  wXX'T"  f^ ''";  ^*''''^''«^ 

And  that  th;re,^rdyo^Cht^r'  ^^^^  *""  'J'- 
Oh,  a  lot  like  that     LTh       f  ■  P^P^^'y »  called. 

•-aus.  he  hld^  inl'ltll-:;;  '^  '^^'■ 

caUed  a  Dissenter  by  the  parish  n^i^'nttS 
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never  got  over  this,  and  even  now  the  remembrance  of  it 
made  him  ruffle  up  his  hair  like  tossing  moist  meadow 
nay.  Then  ae  would  start  in  to  explain  about  it  all 
over  agam.  ^  "  *" 

J  fl^'^  ri"*^' J°'  ^  *^°"«*^*  ■  "  The  more  he  cares 
for  thmgs  hke  that  'Postolic  Succession  and  '  Doym 
with  John  Knox/  the  less  time  will  he  have  for  mean- 
denng  about  Elsie."  So  I  was  pleased  aU  right  ^h 
what  he  said,  though  I  didn't  hsten  much.  Howev^  I 
promised  to  go  to  his  friend's  church  in  Edinburgh 
and  not  to  any  of  the  Presbyterian  "  schism-shojl.'' 
That  was  what  he  caUed  them,  for  he  pitched  ^to 
them  proper.  Then  he  was  as  pleased  as  Punch,  and 
lo^ed  upon  me  with  a  sort  of  air  as  if  he  owned  me. 
I  bet  he  took  me  for  a  brand  plucked  from  the  Presby- 

countnes  it  is  different  from  anywhere  else.  It  is  like 
Rawing  a  chalk  line,  and  both  sides.  Piskies  and 
ftesbies.  spar  up  to  it.  They  are  always  letting  out 
at  each  other,  while  thirty  miles  inland  they  don't  care 
a  ]ujube  about  the  matter,  and  even  play  golf  together 
and  smoke  pipes  on  the  sly  after  sermon,  "niis  is 
truth,  and  you  can  put  it  between  the  leaves  of  the 
Holy  Book  and  swear  on  it. 

W^'J^  ^"^^  ?^  ^"^^^  ^  ^^^*^  g°  t«  Ws  friend 
Hany  Ryan  s  church-^t.  James  the  Less  was  the 

name  of  It.    But  I  didn't  say  Aoir  (,/te«  I  would  go  ! 

^.L^^'^^.Jt  *°  ^*="P  ^  ^^  °^  ^chor  out. 
grappled  m  the  hmterlands  of  your  conscitace,  when 

^""aiwI-PT-"^'^^  ^  *^^  '^^'^'  ^  I  was  that  time. 

All  this  time,  when  Mr.  Ablethorpe  was  improving 
me  aiid  leadmg  me  in  the  way  of  the  Thirty-nine 
^cles  (no.  not  exactly-I  forgot-he  didn't  like 
them,  he  thought  he  could  have  made  much  better 
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would  go  H^XZe'Z'CZirJ^^^^^ 
Churchman  out  of  me     T  nl,  making  a  good 

certain  that  he  waTright  ^  M^Ik? J?^^  ^"^'^  ^ 
^  would  have  taken  h^D^vyS^^^^^^^ 
I>issenters  would  only  get  into  ,  V-  f  ?!  ^*  °^ 
house,  backstairs  heavfn   a^^    *.^^  ^^  half-way 
selves  lucky  if  thly  wei   '  fi  .'^^^^  "°"°*  t^em- 

But  all  L  Tot  ulover  th?  ^  "^*"«^*^^^- 
.and  we  were  at  dd  CairFe^3^'^?.r ^"^  ^"^^' 
It.  Then,  just  as  we  were  S^f  .^^'^'"^  ^^  ^^w 
remembered  that  oW  oSh  ^  "^^l^^  stackyard  I 
of  the  worst  Sid  tou^W  T  ^^esbyterian,  and 
right  through  to  the  bS^l^K-"-^'^  Kirk  elder 
curate  how  that  was  ^?t^    k^'  '°^*-    ^o  I  asked 

oW  Caleb  with  hrrc^n^enriL'd'TS!^  "^^^^ 
been  drilling  into  me  ^  ^   *^**  ^^  had 

is  a  Pr^yt^i^J^rt^  ?;::^  ^d  "^^t^^'^" 
blindad.  But  he  has»  fo!J!^  '.?  "^  obstinate  and 
lost  the  only  son  ^oht^''h'".''T'"«"'*»<"«^ 
So  I  .^so  Jthnes  t^^tt^^.'  '^"'^  "'  "• 

^^  i-t  ^n''uSSw^S?„l'"*"*„«?  ^"^  ""»'  "« 
liked  hin,  the  bettwforlt    ^u    ^^f  »"  «h«  same  I 

We  found  Caleb^-;"  t^^^^f'.*'^- 
meadow  hay,  and  ve^tes?!     HeT.v  '^"^^  ^ 
to  help  him.    She  vZ  S:;        *""*  *"'  "'^  "!'«  out 

half-way  up.  and  aU^Set&^h^h^*  °' "  '^''• 
>»y  grandson,  whom  he  was  m»T?^  "^^  ***  a^maU 
-  been  ho™.    I  t^t'^^.T^'^ 
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gad  to  see  us,  and  so  I  dare  say  he  was.    Buthiscmst„ 
gotchness  would  no.  let  him^show  it.    Show  it  ^Z 

orS^'do"^  *."'*<'7«  *^»  his  fork,  it  is  true,  and 

ear?fi,"het'.:^-S*t---ornofcon^ 
"  YeTj^t  r*.^'  ^^'^  ^"«^^  Kirkers."  he  said 

word— faita,  but  your  coo's  diy  r  " 
1  stood  aghast.    I  expected  such  a  volley  from  th, 

^  !J^Sh:!^y?t'  """^  ""■  ^'" '  '"<'  "<"  •»»- 

"  I  am  sorry,  Caleb,"  he  said  meekly  "  I  meant  »„ 
eom^«^,  but  I  had  a  few  calls  to  ml;  and^^r^^: 

e.bX  .a;tj^-t.--^^^  -^ 

^1-i-tiSth  el^-- -^  -- - 

^-2^!TLrth^-s^--^-- 

Mister  w^l'„"^  °"  *'  '***  ^^-J  'he  Hayfork 

Se  StoTts^  "'  "P  ""'^  ^««  "^'fti'  to 

"  Tr^p,  ^  ye , "  shouted  the  old  m^  •  "  that 

""fe  0  mme  has  gotten  nae  heavier  on  her  feei  tha^  a 
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i<  t 


Is 


cncket  on  the  hearth,  or  a  spider  that  taketh  hold  m' 

her  hands  and  bin  king's  pailaces  I    Tramp,  laddfer 

So   as  Mr.  Ablethoipe  forked  the  hay,  I  steroed 

stodUy  round,  till  I.  too,  was  fain  to  stripVmy  S^ 

^::z  T^,z.  '^'''^'^  ^  "^y  ^^ 

And  while  we  worked  old  Caleb  stood  by.  and  as 
LZ*^  'll     i'^'f^'y  '^Sed  the  Api^ip^'o"^ 
c^SSt^     the  Scriptures."    Mr.  Abletho^  was 
certamly  at  a  disadvantage  in  a  theological  argument 
conducted  from  a  hay  cart  (with  a  bfrrowS^ 
agamst  an  assailant  sitting  crumbling  tobacco  toto 
^pe  on  the  safe  eminence  of  an  upturned  wheel- 
But  the  humility  with  which  he  Ustened  to  the  old 
dder  amazed  me.    It  was  not  that  he  agreed  with  hto 
He  carefully  guarded  agamst  that.  •  Bkrt  hel^S 
many  of  the  old  Scot's  positions,  mefdy  ghS  a 
^ymg  clause  by  way  of  amendment,  to  X  his 

Even  th«e.  however,  were  of  no  effect.    For  not  onlv 
w«  Oleb  a  Httle  deaf,  but  he  never  waited  for  a  rX 
»d  by  the  time  that  Mr.  Ablethorpe  had  add^il" 

to^e^tlT/"  j"*°yr  another  rgument  d«tinM 
1,!  fi"f' destruction  of  the  "rags  of  Rome,  and  all 
SIC  as  put  their  trust  in  them  I  "  .         <ui 

wJS'"  r?  T  "'"'■  ^°'  ^^  ^y-  «■••  Ablethorpe 
would  not  stay  for  tea.    He  had  to  go  farther    he 

explained,  after  dabbling  his  face  in  thf  ,«tto  S'the 

S^°;:?^  "".1  "'P'"^  "  ^*'>  *«  fi"e  whSe  cambric 
handkerchief  which  I  had  so  scorned 

.  w.t*^'?P*^'1  ""  '"  ">«  8»te'  and  I  looked  for 
»  profusion  of  g-iteful  thanks.  But  I  did  not  biow 
my  Scotsman.    AU  he  said  was  only.  "  :Se  nSt  to' 
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ye  come  to  gie  a  body  a  half-day  fowin'  rforkina^ 
come  at  an  hour  when  we  wiU  getluTj^'^'^o' 

cor^r*'  ''"'^'''  ""^  ''^^  ^  'y  *^^  ^-^^ 

"  w^^.^i'"^""^^  ^  ^^s  delusions." 
I  ma^'botd  trasr  ''"  '""  "'^*  ^°"  *°^^  -« '  " 
i^T^t^:^'^  *"™^'  ^^^^^y  -^  ^^PP«<1  ««  on 

he'iid^-ir  -Ji*^  '"°"^^  *°  ^^°^°^^  mountams." 
show  at'  mo"        ^  ^?^^"  ^  ^^  sometimes  make  a 
Wp  I T     5  ^  '^''^^^^  ^^^^«  it  o'^ght  to  go." 

Wa^r  WW '^  ?;;  °r  *^^  '"^^  *°'^^  the  Brom 
h«H^;     t-   IV^^  P^^^^  th^t  Poacher  Davie  Elshinei 

H^  Post  .'''"^  *'^^  "^"^  ''  *^«  ^-  -^^' 

and  ^td'l'infrAT/'*^"*  ^'  ^^'^  t^  <Jo  there. 
h^usT^Dln  M  f  ?^1°°  ^^h  to  go  nearer  to  the 
hfa1!.ni.  T^J^*"^*;  ^°  *hat  if  he  counted  on  visiting 
his^pemtent  Miss  Aphra  Orrin  he  would  have  to  go 

he'^M  ""  ^Th""^"*^  ^  "^y  "^^^  ^^  that's  the  truth." 
oftlS  river  IS  fl  "^"^^^^^^  strange  along  the  branch 
that  wavl^    i"  ^"^f  *°  **^^  ^°^t.    I  walked  home 

Aic«  ,  °o  ^  ™uch  more  than  one 

^d  at  li?  r '° '"''''  *'■'  "5^*"y  ""<*.  t»  »>y 

nana  at  least,  hangs  over  Brom  Water." 


CHAPTER   XI 
THE  IRON  TRAPDOOR 
T^HE  Hayfork  Minister,  who  had  i^k^     ^ 

be^i  m  his  own  garden    ,^j  ™''«''™«h  as  rf  he  had 

to  tpT^thXlTiU'a'td-r "'  -^ «"« 

nearly  as  good  as  Elsfe     '  ™  *  S'»<'  Jumper.  too- 

isrc«'™r;re*'ifr4r"~*^-'-«- » 

Brom  Water  ft«u'    fh,^  T  ""dentand,   the 

and  wtapiS  r^y  a^*  ""I  "T.^"'  *'  "ills 
both  troSt  anr^rict^";  "".t'«<~"^- 
But  the  Moat  BaS^w  ^J^.u°  **"  *«°n- 
I«l>  which  hes  taS  of  T'":^^  *''"  I*"""  «  little 

with  the  Brom     TOe"w  tJ^* '™"'T  "'  *'  ^^''^K' 
natural,  or  whetha- it  w«        po^^tion  is  absolute^ 

of  man,!  caTouS  Ch^f ^  "ff'  "^  "« '""d 
body  else  But  ;„=„,'  ^  '"  "  '  know,  can  any- 
the  lattTr]  '"'"'  P'*'=«  "  ^e^amly  looks  hke 

»P^'  S'lt'wSe* fafoTe* «  ^^  i^  »  fl-1.  it  ■'  backs 
the  pond.    rhi-r^MSrS-t^dran^- 
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believe  on  a  few  occasions  it  has  even  been  known  to 
overflow  the  greensward  where  the  clumps  of  Ulies 
are,  nght  up  to  the  steps  of  the  front  door  I 

There  is  of  course,  always  some  water  in  the  Lane, 
which  trenches  the  meadows  and  runs  canalwise  through 
the  frmgmg  woods.  But  at  ordinary  times  the  water 
m  the  Lane,  as  much  of  it  as  there  is.  finds  its  way 
tow^d  the  Brom.  owing  to  the  feeding  of  the  Grange 
Pond  by  local  streamlets.  But  in  times  of  rain  the 
tuirent  runs  the  other  way.  Then  the  Backwater 
runs  brown  and  turgid  into  the  pond  till  the  liUes  tug 
at  their  green  anchor  chains  and  the  Moat  itself  is 
hppmg  full  of  black,  peaty  water  from  the  hills. 

To-day  as  we  plunged  into  the  shadow  of  the  woods 
along  the  side  of  the  Backwater,  it  held  no  more  water 
than  a  bum  m  the  summer  heats-little  and  stiU  clear 
the  mmnows  and  troutlets  balancing  and  darting' 
jogghng  each  other  rudely  from  beneath  favourite 
stones,  or  shouldering  into  well-situated  holes  in  the 
bank,  hke  people  scrambling  for  seats  at  a  play     Then 
a  few  yards  farther  on  would  come  a  deep  brown  pool 
with  a  cimous  greenish  opal  sheen  lying  like  a  scum 
on  the  surface,  for  all  the  world  like  two-coloured  silk 
This  was  the  reflection  of  the  leaves  above.    Verv! 
dense  they  were,  so  that  the  light  could  hardly  filter 
through  between.    Along  the  bumside  it  was  generally 
lighter.    But  the  trees  clustered  deep  and  thick  about 
the  pcols.  as  I  suppose  they  do  all  the  world  over 
whenever  they  get  the  chance. 

"The  water  is  lower  than  I  have  ever  seen  it  1 "  I 
said,  as  it  might  be.  just  for  something  to  say.  But 
Mr.  Ablethorpe  did  not  answer  a  word.  I  could  see 
him  looking  eagerly  about  him,  evidently  searching 
for  something  he  had  seen  before,  but  for  the  moment 
could  not  find  again. 
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I  could  not  for  th#»  uf^  ^t 
be.  nor  yet  why  hltfb^n":  Z^Z:""''  ''  ^"^^ 
hnn.    It  was  not  that  he  h^  afS^     tk^''^  ™^  ^**» 
enough.    For  he  had  b^nlL  wlv  be^o''  ^.^^ 
quite  recently.    I  knew  hv  h!!  ^  ^^°'^^'  ^^  t^^a* 
that  for  landmarks     And^T  J'  '^^^  ^^^^  ^ay  and 
it  was  not  just  that*  I  ^il  '"T  "^"^^^  ^^^^  that 
Caleb  FergLsontL'r^ftK-^  ^'^ 

from  my  home  work    „r  V?  ,   "^  **«^  ■»«  off 

might  bi  *  "  ''°"«  play,  whichever  it 

Whatever  it  w^  ^"^^' «  "    »  "^nch  of  oak 

e^^ofl^rfefer*  Sfth'^~  ^T*'^  '<>  the 
ahnost  dry     Ae  T!!,"'  ^"^  *«  1»°'  beneath  ns  was 

-^t  ..  straight  as  if  ruied  on'^^^^C'^^h; 

Then  the  Hayfork  Minister  asked  «,«  •*  t 
thing  particular  about T^  wat?r     T?  u  J-  "^"^  ^^- 
have   ust  written,  but  t  co»M  i'  .  .  *°^1  ^  ^^at  I 
remember  the  worH      ^  "°*  ^^^  ^^^  hfe  of  me 

all^^right,  thougr       ^''^''^^''    He  understc^d 

else  ^rfh'e  ^if  L"  .^n"^  '^•'^  *^^*  '"SS^*  nothing 
Joseph  ?  "         ^  ^^  "^^^g  n^d   of  my   friend 

After  looking  awhile  I  answer^vi  f»,o*  -x 
"Right  again,  j„,..  ^^  ^^_  ^^^^^^^    ^^ 
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rumpled  up  my  hair  in  a  way  I  don't  let  anybody  do 
--except  Elsie,  who  does  as  she  Ukes,  whether  I  like 

LZ   I'  J  ^"^^  ^"^y  '"y  ^^^  ^grily.    But  the 
Hayfork  Mmister  never  minded. 

"  I  can't  tell  you  whether  this  has  been  due  out  with 
a  spade  or  not."  he  said,  putting  a  point  on  the  oaken 
cudgel  with  his  big  ••  guUy  "  knife  (Ihmk  0?  a  minbter 
Math  a  Me  Uke  that !)."  but  this  I  can  tell  you.  that 
the  hand  of  man  has  been  here  or  hereabouts !  " 

And  with  that  he  leaned  over  the  edge  right  among 
the  weeds  and  began  scraping  away  at  the  bank     I? 

which  had  come  down  with  the  last  emptying  of  the 
pond.    This  was  done  periodically,  with  the  avowed 
purpose  of  clearing  out  the  Moat  and  Backwater.    Mr 
Ball  saw  to  it  under  the  personal  superintendence  of 
Mr.  Stenms.    And  aU  that  day  the  mad  people  at  the 

SnVff'  '^'''/?*  r*^^  ^°°^'  ^^  th«  P«"«es  were 
stnctly  guarded.    For  the  scour  of  the  waVer  escaping 
down  the  channel  brought  with  it  multitudes  of  fish-- 
not  veiy  large,  it  is  true,  but  sufficient  to  be  a  tempta- 
tion to  eveiy  boy  within  miles.    Such,  however,  was 
the  terror  mspu-ed  by  the  inhabitants  of  Deep  Moat 
wIT^^i^    especiaUy  by  Daft  Jeremy,  that  those  who 
were  bold  enough  to  come  at  all,  rather  braved  the 
togers  of  the  Duke's  keepers  at  the  infaU  of  the 
Backwater  mto  the  Brom,  than  dared  to  set  a  foot 
withm  those  woodland  shadows  where  they  knew 
not  what  terrors  might  lurk. 
The  Hayfork  Minister  went  on  knocking  off  big  flakes 

hng  softly,  he  started  to  polish  something  with  vigour. 
At  first  I  could  not  in  the  least  see  what  he  was  after 
but  soon  a  ^ood  bi^  square  of  reddish  metaj  was  laid 
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purposes  ofirt^tion       '  ^'*  '^"  "»'*"■«*«■  '<" 

or^l  sTm  pan,;iLSUltr '^'i!-  «^»  »o 

two  hundred /ards  off  tte^hTi  crumbling  walls,  not 
totfe doubt tliiT«hadS?'7'^-  ^<'*''ere  is 
travelled  m™Ah^r^"  r'°S°''°'"*  '""^^ 
vegetables  and  fruits  on  th^^  to  cultivate  his  table 
AU  however  ™^r:'IS,?'^»"'-  ^"ope- 

»d  ™  t^.  had  Situ*  ^^"  V"™*"  ■xud^overed 

^tclosiJy.'lfwiltS^^St^thaJitrd  ""''T 
been  used.    With  the  n»JfZlx^  •       **  "^^  recently 

the  oak  branch.  »d  S  a"r^.h'  °"'  '""  "' 
made  it  budge  with  T^H-Jt  ^  ?*"•  *■«  «>on 
revealed  a  r.gSrlybricked^„™'^f  i""'"'""  '"'J 
into  the  bo^  of  the  trth  ''"*"«  "PP^^^'V 

Able*:;!!  "'"'  ^°"  "'  *°  «°'  "y  »»  '  "  -id  Mr. 
"  Me  I  •• 

sitting  together  1,.  *.•  *  i""  """*  "'  had  been 
not  thick?^'  ^e^'s^^'^^f,*  -i>  of  stout  cord, 
through  it.    "ThirS"^^??^/^^'^  inning 

my^  TifTlit  S:.^""^?'  *->  ■»»«  "  about 
else  aU  ii.  We     B^t   I^,S*Tl  *.°  "?*^ 

reason.    Por  suppose  M^dtirt^;„^X'o:^ 
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or  Mr.  «;  tennis  himself  were  to  come  while  I  was  up 
there— what  then  ? 

"You  leave  that  to  me,  Joe,"  said  the  Hayfork 
Mmister ;  "  there  is  not  one  of  them  that  would  dare 
to  touch  me— no,  nor  you— while  you  are  in  my 
company." 

This  was  good  enough  to  hear,  and,  in  its  way,  com- 
forting.  But,  somehow,  at  such  a  time  the  mind  craves 
for  proofs  more  absolute.  Or  to  be  somewhere  else. 
Particularly  the  latter. 

I  think  Mr.  Ablethorpe  saw  something  of  my  dismay 
on  my  face,  for  immediately  he  stopped  what  he  ♦•  as 
doing,  put  his  hand  on  my  shoulder,  and  said,  "  ,oe, 
would  I  send  you  into  any  danger  I  would  not  be  iady 
to  share  myself  ?  " 

"  No,  I  beUeve  not,  sir  !  "  said  I.  For  though  he 
worried  me  like  fun  about  being  the  right  sort  of  Church- 
man, he  was  a  rare  good  sort  himself,  man  and  Church- 
man, too.  At  least  I  know  about  the  first,  and  as  for 
the  Churchman,  I  am  willing  to  take  that  on  trust. 
"  WeU,  now,"  said  he, "  that's  settled.  In  you  go ! " 
"  But  what  am  I  to  do  when  I  get  in  there  ?  "  I 
asked.  For  I  had  thought  that  he  was  going  to  give 
me  a  proper  explanation  of  everything— the  whys  and 
the  wherefores,  and  all  about  it. 

"  You  are  to  crawl,  Joe,"  he  said,  "  because  you  can 
get  in  and  I  cannot,  Joseph !  That's  the  worst  of 
going  in  for  athletics  at  school,  Joe— it  makes  you  grow 
such  a  whopping  size  afterwards  when  you  stop  them. 
So  you  are  to  crawl  up  there  for  me,  and  as  soon  as  you 
find  anything,  you  are  to  give  the  rope  a  tug,  and 
I  will  pull  you  out !  For  it  isn't  so  easy  as  it  looks 
to  crawl  backward  down  a  hole  of  that  size." 
"  But  suppose,"  I  falteijd,  my  imagination  rampant, 
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xou    wont — mores    th«    ni»w"    u^       --"r 
quite  cooUv     "  If  Ho«!.  J  j  u^  ^'      ***    answered, 
and  I  d^inl  u  ^  ^""^  ^'^  «  there,  and  you 

worth  the  triil     wl  ^aU;r&er^'^~';if.  <l-^« 
Now  I  dan'f  *hirZ  *u^    .       *  '^^^  something  I  " 

•■  Jeain  «.mething  "  „?^d"  LT  IT;'°  "*"  *° 
b«ng  .  cowarTwith  .he  Ha^J^i  j^^'/"  »<' «»« 

And  «  you  fed  anythingSi.  ^^a  Z'  "h 

I  was  not  at  aU  likely  to  forget  it     But  T  h.A 
rather  he  had  b«^n  hl,^  #  ^  *  "*^  ""ch 


CHAPTER   XII 


THE  BRICKED  PASSAGE 

"^OW  I  don't  know  whether  you  have  ever  been 
i.^     up  a  drain  pipe  which  just  takes  you,  and  no 
more.    I   suppose   you   have— in   nightmares,   after 
supping  on  cold  boiled  pork  and  greens,  or  some  nice 
httle  digestible  morsel  like*  that.    But  real'v  '  ,,ake 
and  with  the  birds  singing  on  the  trees,  t'h.    windi 
hghtly  scented  with  bog  myrtle  and  pine  and  bracken 
breathmg  all  about  you— to  be  told  to  shove  yourself 
up  a  buUt  rabbit  hole,  not  knowing  what  you  may 
come  on  the  next  time  you  put  out  your  hand  I— Well 
Hayfork  Minister  or  no  Hayfork— I  had  the  hardest 
row  to  hoe  that  time  I    I  don't  think  any  feUow,  even 
if  he  has  dimbed  aU.  the  mountains  that  are,  has  any 
nght  to  let  a  boy  in  for  a  thing  like  that  without  telling 
him  beforehand.    And  smiling  about  it  all  the  time  as 
if  he  were  merely  sending  you  into  Miss  Payne's  to  buy 
butter-scotch  I  ' 

I  felt  as  if  I  could  have  killed  him  the  first  half-dozei 

creeps  "  I  took.  And  what  was  the  worst  of  his 
cheek,  he  shoved  me  behind  with  the  oak  branch, 
which  he  had  sharpened,  and  said,  "  Go  on !  " 

If  I  could  have  got  him  then— up  a  drain— me 
with  that  same  oak  goad,  I  would  have  given  it  to  him 
-<±eerfuJ,  I  would.    Cheerful  is  no  name  for  it ! 

Inside  the  tunnel  the  bricks  were  not  all  of  the  same 
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shoulders.    Some  were  wanting  altogether     AnH  thZ 
fi«.d  of  a  Hayfork,  at  the  moufh,  aU  «fe  ont^^^th 

•■1  r^*^;:? "  ■*  "^O'  "«?*  ''"sing  up  t^e 

Much  he  knew  I    Had  he  been  up,  I'd  like  to  know  > 

However,  he  was  right  asit  hap ^ed-right  J?Z 

knowing  anything  about  it.    The  passage  dM  ^den  a 

bit.      I  found  offshoots-smaller  ^^es  ST  1 

don-t  know  where.    And  I  didn't  putT  my  hL 

r   Sv  X^^'k'f^'  *"  *"  "'"'""y  wat^rat::^ 
ratty     place  that,  by  the  smeB  of  it. 
Also,  for  all  that  Mr.  Ablethorpe  said.  I  was  in 
mortal  fear  of  coming  across  poor  Harryt  w^  Z 
Mad  Jeremy  arriving  and  "  settUng  "  !fc  ibktC-o^ 
without  my  knowing  anything  aLt  it     And  S 
I  came  out-I  should  find  mysllf  face  to  face^th  the 
oily  curls   the  sneering  hp,  and-«pecial!y.  S  the 
knife  I  had  ceen  gleaming  in  his  teelh  wh«  ^swl 
the  Moat  to  mrke  an  end  of  Elsie  and  me. 

I  waai  t  frightened,  of  course.    Only  I  iust  thon.ht 
what  a  fool  I  was  to  be  there     I  am  Tot  t^V„?  * 
wUl  I  be  the  last  to  thinkTh;  siTth^!!;^*' ^"^ 
meMhey  are  doing  something  dreadfS  nobfe"  ^d 

There  were  curious  side  passages  as  T  cnv  ««  ^«  u 
«de  of  the  tunnel  along  ^SZciSgZr^ 

a  bnck  had  faUcn  out.  and  smelled  "  rat  ••  ya^ds  off 

offshoots,  too,  properly  bricked  round  and  as  tighf  « 
nmepence— no  rats  there.  * 


7^-jI^" 
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WeU,  it  was  in  one  of  these  that  I  came  on  my  first 
treasure-trove.  I  felt  a  lot  of  things  all  tied  together  in 
a  rough  bag  or  cloth— heavy,  too,  and  of  course  all 
clammy  with  moisture  or  mould  or  something  like  that. 
No  wonder— I  felt  all  green-mouldy  myself,  after  only 
a  minute  or  two. 

T  tugged  at  the  rope,  and,  ahnost  before  I  knew  it, 
I  was  out  again  in  the  dancing  speckle  of  the  sunshine 
sifted  through  the  leaves.  Blinded  by  the  sudden 
glare  which  sent  blobs  of  colour  dancing  across  my 
eyeballs,  as  if  I  had  looked  at  the  sun,  I  did  not  realize 
for  a  moment  that  I  had  brought  anything  with  me. 
"  Let  go  !  "  I  heard  Mr.  Ablethorpe  say,  and  I  was 
quite  unconscious  what  I  was  holding  on  to.  Yet  what 
I  had  found  was  little  enough  to  the  eye— a  piece  of 
rough  sacking,  roughly  sewn  about  a  quantity  of  me- 
tallic objects  which  jmgled  as  Mr.  Ablethorpe  cut  the 
outer  covering  open  with  his  big  "  gully  "  knife. 

Money !  "  the  thought  came  natural  to  a  boy ; 
"  have  I  disinterred  a  treasure  ?  " 

And  for  the  moment  I  was  all  ready  to  go  back  again 
to  look  for  more. 

But  the  blade  went  on  cutting,  and  presently  the 
contents  tmkled  out  upon  the  bank— about  a  dozen 
and  a  half  of  copper  rings,  rather  thick,  and  each  made 
with  a  hook  at  the  bottom.  I  could  not  imagine  what 
they  were  for. 

But  Mr.  Ablethorpe  bounded  upon  them,  examining 
each  one  before  putting  it  in  his  pocket.  Lastly  he 
looked  at  the  piece  of  canvas  in  which  they  had  been 
wrapped,  long  and  carefully. 
"  /'i !  "  he  said,  "  that,  I  think,  will  do  !  " 
And  he  closed  the  iron  sUding  door  carefully,  as  it 
had  been  before,  and  thrusting  his  fingers  into  the 
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shaUow  pool  he  lifted  up  double  handfuls  of  oozy  mud 
and  plastered  it  all  over  the  entrance.  ^ 

m.n^f'n^^f  ^  ^•"  ^^  ^^'  "  it  ^  take  a  clever 

nTn,*  jiSph  r"  '"  '^'^  ^'^  ^^'^^  ^'^  «^  ^^^- 

nni!i^nr'°'^  "i"^^  '"°"«^  ^^  satisfactoiy.  from  his 

ar.^J  "^r:  .*^"*'  "  ^"^  ""''  I  ^^ted  ve^  much  to 
be  told  what  it  was  all  about. 

So  I  asked  him  what  it  was  I  had  found,  and  why  he 
wanted  me  to  crawl  up  there,  at  any  raie.  ^ 

.o„  "  ^'""^/o'"^  copper  rings  and  a  piece  of  dirty 
canvas."  he  said.  "  neither  more  nor  less.  And  I  asked 
you  to  go  up  there  because  I  was  too  fat  to  go  myself. 
Were  you  nearly  at  the  end.  think  you  ?  "        ^ 

it LnlfiS;  ""^^^^T*  ^^  P^^'^S^  ^^'"^d  to  widen  as 
i7Z  f"^'  ""^  ^  ^^^  *^^*  ^*  these  words  he  was 
ZnJ  ''P^^""^S  the  rope,  which  he  had  begmi  to  coil, 
round  my  waist  again. 

But  he  looked  at  his  watch,  and  shook  his  head. 

"  hJ^^^^  "°*  *?'  ^"^^  *°  ^°  i*  '^^'^y"  he  said ; 

but-let  us  see-if  it  Nvidens  as  you  say.  Joseph,  it  is 
vety  hkely  that  it  has  another  opening  '' 

He  took  a  small  plan  out  of  his  pocket,  a  tiny  little 
measunng  scale,  nodded  once  or  twice,  and  then  began 

course  of  the  Backwater. 

m^Jl""^.  *^  ^""^^^  *°  *^"  ^°"°^  ^  «  shot.  I 
^dgedit  b^t  to  efface  myself,  too.  and  that  promptly. 
So  I  crawled  behind  a  big  pine  tree,  about  whose  r^oS 
tne  male  ferns  were  growing  tall,  and.  putting  their 

thfh 'f  ^'lrK'''^^  ^"^  "^y  ^^^'  I  f-y  watching 
the  heels  of  the  boots  which  Mr.  Ablethoipe  wore 

fhW  ?'^*  ?J'^^  '^'  apparently  intent  upon  some- 
thmg  I  could  not  see.    Now.  of  course  (you  will  not 
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have  noticed  it),  but  I  am  very  curious  about  things 
that  don't  concern  me  in  the  least — not  to  talk  about, 
you  understand,  but  just  to  know.  So,  as  the  ferns 
grew  pretty  continuously,  and  the  pines  held  close 
together,  shooting  their  indigo-blue  umbrellas  into 
the  sky,  I  wriggled  along  till  I  could  lay  my  hand  on 
one  of  the  minister's  boot  heels. 

It  was  a  foolish  thing  to  do,  for  it  nearly  made  him 
cry  out.  I  saw  him  set  his  teeth  to  shut  in  the  sound. 
He  had  a  nerve,  the  Hayfork  Minister,  but  I  could  see 
from  his  look  that  he  wouJd  give  it  to  me  after  for 
coming  on  him  like  that.  However,  it  was  some  fun 
to  see  him  in  a  funk. 

And,  indeed,  with  reason !  For  not  more  than  a 
dozen  yards  down  the  slope,  between  us  and  the  wall 
of  the  old  orchard,  I  saw  Mad  Jeremy,  on  his  knees, 
digging  with  his  fingers,  eager  as  a  terrier  at  a  rat 
hole. 

Then  I  called  to  mind  the  mysterious  crime  of  which 
Miss  Aphra  had  found  him  guilty,  and  her  stem  accu- 
sation, "  You've  been  digging  again  1 "  the  day  Elsie 
and  I  were  at  the  Grange.  Last  of  all,  his  repeated 
denial,  his  attempts  to  rub  off  the  earth  pellets,  his 
sentence,  tears,  and  punishment,  Yes,  I  saw  him 
digging  with  his  fingers  just  as  his  sister  had  said. 

Jiminy,  how  I  wished  I  was  at  home  ! 

I  might  wish,  indeed,  but  there  we  were  stuck  and 
had  to  wait— Mr.  Ablethorpe  and  I— till  Mad  Jeremy, 
having  finished  his  task,  stamped  down  the  sods  he  had 
edged  up  at  either  side,  and  set  with  care  a  great  square 
flagstone  in  its  place. 

Then  he  stood  rubbing  his  hands  together  and 
grinning  for  some  minutes,  evidently  well  pleased  with 
himself.    A  voice  far  away  called  : 


Ti^sMmmm'AM.^x^ 


.  ik.F^^'-'m  ««'■^,'-'??Sf*iP!S»r^^^~f-VA.Lf '^7?. 
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"Jeremy!  Jeremy!" 

Thtm*i!?  "^'^f  ^^V^^  ^^  ^^"^^I'en  from  his  face 
ine  madman  looked  ffuiltilv  at  hi=  Ko„^        i 

the  condition  in  which^^^eL  te  ™.H  '  T^  ff « 
fh*»  Ro,.!,,..  A  .  "  were,  ne  made  straight  for 

But^hfrj'P^"^^  "'  "^^^  (I  declare)  fo^yar^ 
out  the  bracken  was  thick  and  tall   a«^      ^""ryaras. 

-that  Je™,y  failed  to  «e  u"    ^^  Z  'ZS'^' 
evidently  ill  at  ease  "esraes,  liis  mind  was 

V^      V     .     ^  '  ^y  ■'  she  finds  out  '  " 
on^after  tte"?tf  ""f  "IS""^  "«  '»"«  '^^  »'  his  coat, 

z:XiT^'^i  *ey  rtL""»dTn^'  "^^ 

AToZ  e^  oWt^^r-^-'  ^  «>- 

ofteXfoA  SJ  'T"^  '°  "^-P  ^-y  dear 
Ablethorpefaid  a^pl^^^.  S  tefw '^  But  t"^'  "^• 
•Irain  pipe  for  his  sake,  with  thTfIr  of  M»H  ?^  '"  '^ 
meetmg  one  face  to  faa half-way  up  tltJwT^ 
price  on  his  friendship  I  r«nW  T  '^?  ^  '^''  * 
to  cut  Mr  AblethnZ'  '"^?^-  therefore,  in  future 
V.UI  mr.  Aoiethorpe  s  acquamtance. 


:«^^'-iirBSSif:s^^.' 
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A  ^  ^^  *S^^  ^  ^^^  "°  '*^^^  ^°^  ^fficult  this  would 
^  X  be.  But  at  any  rate  I  wanted  to  find  out  for 
certain  what  it  was  that  I  had  found.  He  could  give 
me  no  otiier  answer  than  that  I  would  know  in  good 
time  and  th  in  the  meantime  we  were  going  to  old 
Caleb  Fergusscn's  for  tea. 

Now  I  make  no  objections  to  tea  at  any  time-that 
IS,  a  proper  sit-down,  spread-table,  country  tea-not 
one  of  those  agonies  at  which  you  do  tricks  with  a  cup 

hL  T'  Vl^^^'  *^'  ^^^^  °^  ^  ^^^i^'  ^d  a  snippet  of 
bread.  I  knew  that  at  the  Fergusson's  I  woiJd  find 
plenty  to  eat  and  drink. 

We  sUd  back  through  the  woods,  rising  higher 
aU  the  tame  as  the  land  trended  toward  the  moor, 
men  out  and  away  across  the  road  I  could  see  far 
away  to  the  right  the  roofs  of  Breckonside,  shining 
like  sJyer  after  a  shower  which  must  have  passed 
oyer  them,  the  winding  Brom  Water,  the  threaded 
roa^,  pale  pmk  in  colour,  the  dry  stone  dykes 
dividing  the  fields.  Never  had  m/native  ZTe 
s^med  so  smaU  to  me.  Perhaps  because  I  had  just 
»)een  m  some  considerable  danger,  a  thing  which 
enlarg^  the  mental  horizon.    I  looked  fo^  E^et 

^l^nfT  ^r'-  r  ^^*  *^°"^^  ^  ^°^*^  ^  ^^  silver 

the  Bridge  End.    There  was  a  mist,  however,  cre^jing 


■i 

"l 

r 


io6 


DEEP  MOAT  GRANGE 


up  from  the  sea,  so  that  in  a  Uttle  while,  even  as  I 

oSv^;  t!ir  !f  !^'^  ^f"^'  ^  P^"^-^^y  ^^ke,  with 
only  the  taU  ash  trees  and  the  soUtary  church  spire 
standing  up  out  of  the  smother.  ^ 

We  found  old  Caleb,  an  infrequent  smile  on  his  face 
leanmg  over  the  bars  of  his  yard  gate 

rhlI?T"*^^*  ^T^  ^^^^  ^^y  ^^^  covered."  he 
chucUed.  ^  runs  a  chance  o'  gettin'  it  sprinkled  a  wee  !  " 

fhin  .^'  .^\^'  Ablethorpe.  "  you  owe  me  some- 
tning  for  the  afternoon's  work  I  gave  you  I " 

*i,ofT°u'  1*''^^  ^"^  ""^^  "'^'  ungratefully.  "  caa  ye 
that  half  a  day's  wark  ?    But  I'm  far  frae  denyin'  that 
sic  as  It  was.  it  helped.    Ow.  ay.  it  was  aye  a  help ! 
And  at  ony  mte  the  hay's  mider  cover-some  thack- 
and-rape.  and  some  in  the  new-fangled  shed.    But 

thmkin  .  Maybe  ye  want  me  to  turn  my  coat  and  come 
doontoyourbittebemacle?  Aweel.  ye  may  want." 
Oh.no.  said  Mr.  Ablethorpe.  smiling.  "Iwasiust 
hopmg  that  perhaps  your  good  wife  would  brew  us  a  cup 
of  tea.  I  thmk  both  Joe  and  I  would  be  the  better  of  it  " 
You  should  have  seen  how  the  old  farmer's  face  ht 
up.    Hospitahty  was  a  beautiful  thing  to  him.    He 

I'M^^^rKwt''"*'^*-  And  if.  as  sLe  forsay- 
not  Ui  Ablethorpe-an  elder  is  the  same  as  a  bishop 
then  the  old  Free  Kirker  had  at  least  one  orthe 
n^e^  quaUties.  He  was  "  given  to  hospitahty." 
Whether  he  was.  as  is  also  required,  "  no  striker  "  I 
would  not  just  hke  to  say.  or  to  try 

dri^.t^^^''^''^  us  indoors  out  of  the  shght  oncoming 
dnzzle.  which  was  begmning  to  spray  down  from  the 

tlf^'  °L''''^  "P  ^'^"^  ^^  valley^I  am  not  sure 

which.    At  any  rate,  it  was  there,  close-serried,  wetting. 

Now  heretofore  I  had  only  seen  Mrs.  Caleb  when  she 
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was  ordered  down  from  the  long  stack  under  the  zinc- 
roofed  shed,  which  her  husband  was  never  tired  of 
declaiming  against  as  "  new-fangled,"  yet  to  which  he 
owed  that  night  the  safety  of  his  crop. 

Mrs.  Caleb  was  a  good  twenty  years  younger  than 
her  lord,  still,  indeed,  bearing  traces  of  that  special 
kind  of  good  looks  which  the  Scots  call  "  sonsmess." 
Susan  Fergusson  at  five-and-forty  was  sonsy  to  the 
last  degree.  Her  husband,  twenty  years  older,  was 
sun-dried  and  wind-dried  and  frost-bitten  till  he  had 
become  sapless  as  a  leaf  blown  along  the  highway  on  a 
bask  March  day,  when  the  fields  are  full  of  sowers,  and 
the  roads  cloudy  with  "stoor." 

"  Come  ben  I  This  way,  sir— and  you,  too,  Joe," 
she  cried,  opening  a  door  into  an  inner  room,  "  ye  will 
no  hae  seen  Me5rsie's  bairns  ?  " 

As  I  nad  never  even  heard  of  Meysie,  I  certainly  had 
not. 

But  the  goodwife's  next  words  enlightened  me. 

"  Caleb,  ye  see,  was  marriet  afore  he  twk  up  wi' 
me.  'Deed,  his  lassie  Meysie  is  maybe  aulder  than  I 
am  mysel'— and  a  solit,  sensible  woman.  But  this  is 
the  first  time  her  bairns  hae  comed  sae  far  to  see  me  !  " 

She  flung  the  door  open,  and  there,  sitting  one  on  a 
sofa,  and  the  other  on  a  footstool  by  the  fire,  I  saw  two 
grown-up  young  ladies— so  at  least  they  appeared  to 
me.  And  I  began  to  fear  that  my  tea  was  going  to 
cost  me  dear.  For  at  that  time  conversation  was  a 
difficult  art  to  me  with  anyone  whom  I  could  neither 
fight  nor  call  names. 

The  girls— twenty  or  twenty-two  they  seemed— 
oh,  ever  so  old— looked  just  as  if  they  had  been  doing 
nothing.  That  is,  the  one  with  the  straight-cut  face, 
very  dignified,  who  made  a  kind  of  long  droopy  picture 
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of  herself  on  the  sofa  wa«i  rMriinnr «  u    i 
ihat  was  the  one  I  liked  ht^t   ♦»,««"„».     t 

sure  that  she  had  nJh.!^^  ?'  -  ^^^^'  ^  *™  '*«'°«  ^ 
made  a  n^T  ft'thTfo^Sod '^^  ^*  ^^  '^^^^^^  ^^ 
Fn  i^K "^'''  f^"^  ^-  ^^eb  the  Second  "  this  is  th. 

you.«er  f^rr  eider  r ''  ''"'™  ^'™'=«»''-  "  " 

Sl^  '^Bn -^  ""..*  "^"'^  that  She  was  a  r^ 
magpie— a     chp,    as  they  say  in  BreckmsiH. 

M«nwhUe,  Cocstantia' J  „ot  ^'^X^™^^. 


[| 
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She  gave  Mr.  Ablethoipe  her  hand  as  if  she  were  doinc 
hun  a  valuable  kindness.  And  at  this  I  could  hear  her 
sister  gurgle.  The  next  minute.  Haniet  was  on  her 
feet.  and.  taking  me  by  the  shoulder,  she  said  :  "  Come 
on,  Joe-Joe  is  your  name,  isn't  it  ?  That's  good,  for 
It  s  just  the  name  I  like  best  of  aU  boys'  names.  Come 
on  and  help  Susan  Fergusson  to  get  tea."  That  was 
th3  way  she  spoke  of  her  grandmother-off-hand  and 
kmd^y.  with  a  glint  of  fun  more  in  the  manner  than 
m  the  words. 

,. "  ^^*'«  y^^"""  other  name  ?  "  I  asked,  because  I 

did  not  like  to  call  her  Harriet  so  suddenly.    Besides 

I  did  not  know  how  Elsie  might  take  to  all  this     I  was 

sure  they  would  like  one  another  no  end.    Because 

they  were  both  the  same  kind  of  girl-jolly,  so  that 

ahnost  any  boy  could  get  on  with  them.   At  least,  that 

was  what  I  thought  at  the  time,  not  knowing  any  better. 

Caw.    she  said ;     that  is  my  name  ;  same  as  a  crow 

says    Caw    C  w-(,^w  I '    You  needn't  be  suiprised. 

I  couldn  t  help  It  being  my  father's  name.    But  it's 

short,  and  if  you  should  foiget  it.  you  have  only  to  go 

out  and  stand  beneath  a  rookery,  and  you'll  rememW 

It  m  a  mmute.    That  is.  unless  you  are  deaf  " 

Then  I  told  Harriet  Caw  my  name.  Joseph  Yarrow, 
which  she  thought  funny.  And  she  gave  me  bread 
to  cut  while  she  stood  by  me  and  buttered  it-doine 
eveiythmg  so  quickly,  and  talking  all  the  time,  that 
indeed  it  was  very  nice.  And  I  wished  Elsie  had  been 
there  to  laugh  at  Harriet's  jokes,  which  seemed  very 
funny  to  m*  then.  But,  oh.  how  stupid  and  feeble  thev 
«jemed  when  I  came  to  tell  them  to  Elsie  after  !  And 
Elsie  wasn't  a  bit  amused,  as  I  had  hoped.  Girls  hardly 
ever  seem  to  get  on  with  other  girls  as  a  fellow  thinks 
they  will.    It  is  different  with  men.    Now  I  got  on 
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fint-dass  with  Mr.  Ablethorpe,  even  when  I  thought- 
but  Its  no  matter  about  that  now. 

en^to'tiinS**'t!    The  table  wasloadedfromone 
end  to  the  other.    There  were  soda  scones,  light  and 

i^Z  "P.""  f*  *°  ""^^  y^""^  ^^^^  ^ter.    There  were 

ar^nf  n^f^K"^^"'  '^'P  ^^  '"'^y-  ^*^  i"«*  *he  proper 
amount  of  browning  on  theside  where  the  red  ashes  of 

were  3l  ^f /°"*'^i*'     u°"'  °'  ^^"  ^*^  °^  J^"»»  *»^e« 
were.  aU  better  one  than  the  other.    Old  Caleb  came  in 

and  ate  qmckly.  sermonizing  Mr.  Ablethorpe  all  the 
time,  and  as  long  as  he  was  there  we  were  all  as  quiet  as 
^mhi^  *K-  ^u  "'^  everyone  was  glad  when  he  rose, 
tumbled  things  about  on  the  window  seat  in  search  o 

s^m  wrr.^"".'V  °"^y  '^  °^  ^  «^«  countiyside 

stUl  wore)  and  finally  went  out  to  the  hill.    Before  going 

he  warned  us  to  behave  and  to  remember  that,  slh  as 

eLon    Z^         °"^  '^^'^  ^^^"^^  ^^"^^^  ^  ""^^'^^^ 

Caw"*^^'^^*  k'  ""^  "^^'^  ^''"^'  "P  J""»Pe<i  Harriet 
Caw    and  catchmg  me  round  the  waist,  she  cried. 

Dance.   Joseph-Kiance.  Joe  I     He's  gone.     Neve; 
mmd  Granny  Susan.    She  does  not  count  I  " 

That  was  actuaUy  the  way  she  spoke  of  her  grand- 
fW  !l^J  step-grandmother,  rather.  And.  iSSed. 
that  good  lady  only  laughed,  and.  shaking  her  head  at 
the  mmister.  repeated,  what  I  afterward!  fomid  to  be 
^I'^^'T  "If.r^-T^hat "  yomig  folk  would  be  young 
~r;  Vt^  Ph^osophy  of  which  was  that  they  would 
get  over  it  all  too  soon. 

The  Hayfork  Minister  nodded  back  to  Susan,  and  I 

uT^th  ^7'^?  *1^r  ^^  ^  *^°"S^*)  "^"'^h  taken 
C^nl?^til    Pi^'".^-^°^  ^'^'  as  in  my  heart  I  called 
U)nstantia.    For  m  our  house  at  home,  up  in  the  attic 
there  are  a  lot  of  old  "  AmiuaLs  "  and  '' Keep^c« '' 
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-oh,  I  don't  know  how  old,  aU  in  faded  watered-silk 
covers  loose  at  the  back-some  faded  and  some  where 
the  colour  has  run.  but  choke  full  of  pictures  of  scenery 
aU  camels  and  spiky  palms  and  humpy  camels,  with 
Palmy,j     and  "  Carthage  "  written  beneath  time 

^y^  Jr"*  *^^  *^®  "°*  ^^^  ^^'  though  deadly 
alike.  The  weary  parts  are  the  pictures  of  girls— 
leaning  out  of  windows  before  they  have  done  their 
washing  and  hair-brushing  in  the  morning.    I  should 

^"?,  1  .f  i^  ^®  "^y  ^**^«'  ^^^^^  them  at  it.  That  was 
called  Dreaming  of  Thee."  And  then,  were  lots  of 
others.  Sensibility"  was  a  particularly  bad  one 
She  was  spread  all  over  a  sofa,  and  had  a  canary  on  her 
finger.  She  had  saved  it  from  a  little  snappy-yappy 
spaniel--only  just,  for  two  tail  feathers  were  floating 
down  And  there  were  two  big  dewdrops  of  teare  on 
her  cheeks  to  show  how  sorry  she  was  for  the  canary 
bird— or,  perhaps,   for  the  spaniel. 

Anyway,  it  was  the  only  time  I  ever  reaUy  liked  a 
spaniel.  '  * 

WeU,  I  needn't  describe  the  others.    At  any  rate 
ifyouve  ever  seen  the  "Keepsake"  kind  of  young 
wom^,  you  won't  have  forgotten  them.    You  wiU 
chensh  a  spite,  especially  if  you  have  had  to  stay  in  one 
room  and  choose  between  looking  at  them  and  flatten- 
ing your  nose  against  the  window-panes,  down  which 
the  water  is  running  in  big  blobs,  during  a  week  of 
wet  hohday  weather. 
Constantia  was  a  "  Keepsake  "  girl. 
I  suppose  it  must  be.  as  it  is  with  snakes.    Some 
like  them  and  some  not.    I  don't.    But  I  wiU  never 
deny  (not  being,  like  Elsie,  a  girl)  that  Constantia  was 
good  lookmg.    If  (and  the  Lord  have  mercy  on  your 
^^     yf  Y'^^y  liked  that  sort  of  thing.  Constantia 
was  just  the  sort  of  thing  you  would  like. 
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'117'E  had  a  merry  afternoon  and  laughed-eh  how 
/    K  .^'  ^^"«^*^  '    ^  ^«^"J  a"  about  the  ^b  how 
i  Jm,f   ^""V^"  f  *  ^^^^^'  ^"d   how  cfnTtk^til 
S^^iSirr  ^ri: '"."  "P  °^  ^  '^''  perfections,  and 
S  toLTt^h''  ^^'^^^•.^^J  J^ow  many  men 
Sr^bl  r%,.V'  ^x^"«  *°'  ^  ^^'^  '    That 
Sh  fK  *  ^^    •    ^*  "^^^  ^*"^«*  ^ho  told  me- 
though    hat  does  not  make  it  any  the  more  likely  to 
be  true  (I  am  sorry  to  say).    For  I  can  see  that  tha? 
young  woman  was  trying  to  take  me  in  ^t^eli^e 
,«Ki.    1,  «     f  P^"°"'  ^®  ^0"^<1  iiave  a  dance  I  " 
S^S^'l^f  ?'V  "  *^"*  ^^^^  sit  therel^d  teU 
I^^.o^     ^''i^'^  '  «yes  till  all's  blue,  you  ^d 
I  can  go  for  a  walk  instead— shall  we  ?  " 

I  didn't  want  to.  you  may  imagine.    The  difficulty 

out  on  r*  °"  '  '""^  "**^^  ^""^^^  h-t'  ^d  we  wT« 
out  on  Uie  moor  quicker  than  I  can  write  it. 

(as  rSiT'  t^s  '^^'  ^^>^«  ^''  ^^d  confidingly 
(as  I  then  thought)  on  my  arm,  "  don't  you  ever  dara 
to  tell  Stancy  that  her  eyes  are  like  to'^^e  vault  of 
heaven  or  like  forget-me-nots  wet  with  dew  or  ike 
^rquoises.  or  the  very  colour  of  her  sky-bluHilk  scarf 
For.  fi,.t  of  all.  it's  not  true,  and  it  is  .^on^to  teU  U^^ 
More  than  that,  she  will  tell  me.     And  I  Uke-weU^' 
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(she  added  this  bit  softly,  taking  a  long  look  at  me) 
-  never  mind  what  I  like.  Perhaps  it's  as  weU  that 
you  shouldn't  know." 

Then  she  kicked  away  a  pebble  with  the  toe  of  one 
tiny  boot  and  appeared  to  be  embarrassed.  I  think, 
now,  that  she  knew  she  had  a  pretty  foot. 

Anyway  I  began  to  be  conscious  she  was  a  nice  girl, 
and  to  be  sorry  for  her— a  way  men  have.  Men  are 
such  wise  thmgs,  and  not  vain  at  all. 

Don't  think  I  forgot.  I  was  always  just  going  to 
teU  her  about  Elsie,  when  she  darted  of!  into  some- 
thmg  else.  She  was  constantly  doing  that— a  most 
lU-regulated  and  disconcerting  girl.  I  knew  she  would 
certamly  have  been  interested  in  Elsie.  The  two  hal 
so  much  in  conunon. 

We  were  going  through  some  straggling  trees  on  the 
edge  of  Brom  Common,  when  Harriet  stopped  and 
turned  her  eyes  on  me,  as  if  she  would  have  drowned 
me  in  them.  I  didn't  know  before  that  they  were  so 
^S  and  dark  and  sliiny— especially  in  dusky  places. 
Harriet  Caw  knew,  however. 

"What    colour   are    my    eyes,"    she    demanded. 
Quick,  now,  don't  cheat !  " 

"I  don't  know! "  I  said  truthfully.  "  I  never  no- 
ticed." 

Then  she  got  mad.  You  see,  I  had  no  experience 
and  didn't  know  enough  to  make  a  shot  at  it.  For 
girls  always  notice  eyes— or  think  they  do.  And 
when  they  go  to  see  a  man  condemned  in  court  for 
extra  special  murder,  they  sigh  and  say,  "  What  very 
nice  eyes  he  has— who  would  have    nought  it  ?  " 

And  if  he  had  been  tried  by  a  jury  of  girls,  he  would 
have  got  off  every  time— because  of  these  same  nice 
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bvlnpn^  n^  ""^^  *^^  ^"'*^''  °^  ^  ^°""t^  is  conducted 
oy  men.    One  reason,  at  least. 

c-  "  ^^!!^,•^?•  ^°°^  •'  "  '^^  "i««*'  "taking  them  the 
size  of  bilhard  balls  right  under  my  nose  It  was  I 
own,  rather  nice,  but  trying.  I  had  a  feeling  that 
Elsie  would  not  have  liked  it,  really  ^ 

fhf^^'^A'  'a  ^T  °"*  ""^^^^  ^  ^^"ow  can  see  them 
H.^L  r  ir.^'  ^  '^ *"  ^°  ^"*  °"  the  moor.  BuT 
Hamet  Caw  didn't  care  about  the  moor,  being  a  town 
giri,  as  I  suppose.  ^ 

"  No,  here— teU  me  now !  "  she  said 
So  as  I  had  to  say  something,  I  told  her  they  were 
the  colour  of  bro^^-n  paint.  ^ 

That  was  true.  They  were,  but  she  was  quite  mad 
and^ave  my  arm  a  fling.     This  surprised  me,  and  i 

"  Why.  I  thought  that  you  were  the  kind  of  giri  who 
never  c^ed  to  be  told  about  her  eyes,  and  stuff  of  tha? 
Kmd.    You  said  just  now  about  Miss  Constantia's " 

"Never  mind  about  M-iss  Con-stan-ti-a's,"  she 
said,  makmg  the  word  as  long  as  she  could-she  was 
mad  now  and  patting  the  short,  stiff  heather  with 
her  httle  bronze  boot ;  "  attend  to  me,  if  you  plelT 
And  so  you  think  my  eyes  are  the  colour  of  bro^* 
pamt ;    is  that  the  best  you  can  do  ?  " 

T  /u^?^^*.^  '^^^^^'  ^^  ^^^^ept  glaring  up  at  me  tiU 
I  felt  like  a  hen  with  its  beak  to  a  cha/linLuorg^ 
the  word--something  you  are  when  you  go  on  a  pllt- 
fonn  and  do  siUy  things  the  man  tells  you  ^ 

So,  hoping  she  would  stop,  I  said  at  last,  "  Well 
^^SJJ^'  "^  "°^^  '"^y'  ^^  brown' pai^^"' 

But  this  didn't  please  her  either.    Indeed    it  was 
difficult  to  please  Harriet  Caw  at  all.    Sh^tid  tlTt 
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l^^  ^I'T"^  ^f "P'^  ^  ^ '°^'  *°^  ^^^^ ^hert  I  had 
lived  all  my  hfe. 

"  In  Breckonside."  I  said,  but  I  added  fua*  I  had 
often  been  with  my  father  at  East  D.^e.  And  01.  e 
I  had  cro^d  the  ferry  all  by  myself  a  ^1  .j^nt  Ea  ;.r 
Monday  at  Thorsby  itself. 

"  Humph,"  she  said,  wrinkling  up  her  nose  with 
great  contempt.  "  I  suppose  that  you  havTn^er 
even  heard  of  London." 

t.n  H°^^^'  "  l""'  °^  "°"'^-"    And  that  I  could 
tell  her  the  number  of  its  inhabitants 

But  this  she  didn't  seem  to  think  clever,  or,  indeed 
to  care  about  at  aU.  "lueea, 

yof  Lef "  '^^'  "  ^''  '"  '°""*^  ^°y'  ^  ^*"P^^  ^ 

tT.hn  I,  ''1.^'*''™^'^  *°  P^y  ^^^  «"*•  I^  going 
to  show  her  that  country  boys  could  just  be  as  shar^ 
as  there  was  any  need  for.  ^ 

.hf  cr  *iS^  ^  ^  '^^'  *^'  "*y  Sirl  was  quicker,  and 

wh.r^^.'^T  '^'  "^"^  ^^°^*  ^t  th^  very  place 

F^ter  "Ihe  H  T^  ^'^^  ^*  *'^^  °^  poor  Harry 
c^T  /t  ,  **'''^.'^  ^°°S  **»«  underbrush  by  the 
stUe.  and  I  lost  sight  of  her  altogether. 

hpffl^il^^  °^^^  "'°"'^°*  ^  ^^^^'^d  a  cry.  You  had 
better  beheve  I  wasted  no  time  till  I  got  there     I  ran 

o^ga  good  stout  clasp  knife  that  father  hadgivTn 
W.^     Tl  ^T  "^'-    ^*  *^°"^^'  t°  tl^^  ^e  thing. 

I  rn.?H       l^"^  ^y  *^^  ^"^-    ^  ^^"t  ^t  J^i"^  as  fast  as 
>ith  his  strength  he  could  have  done  me  up  in  two 
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ticks  of  a  clock.    Only,  as  mostly  happens  when  one 
does  fine  things,  it  was  all  over  before  I  thought. 

But  when  Mad  Jeremy  saw  me,  or,  perhaps,  before 
(I  do  not  want  to  take  credit  for  anything  that  isn't 
my  due),  he  let  go  of  Harriet  Caw,  saying  just  "  She 
isn't  the  pretty  one !  What  is  she  doing  here  ?  " 
And  with  a  skip  arid  a  jump  he  was  gone.  That  is, 
so  far  as  I  could  see. 

Then  Harriet  swooned  away  in  my  arms,  toppling 
over  hke  a  ladder  slipping  off  the  side  of  a  house.  At 
least,  I  suppose  that  is  what  they  call  it.  But  at  that 
time  I  had  had  no  experience  of  swoons.  For  Elsie 
never  went  on  like  that.  At  all  events,  Harriet  Caw 
clutched  me  about  the  neck,  her  fingers  working  as  if 
they  would  claw  off  my  collar,  and  she  laughing  and 
crying  both  at  once.  Funny  it  was,  but  though  it 
made  a  fellow  squirm— not  altogether  so  horrid  as 
you  might  think.  But  I  did  not  know  what  to  do. 
I  tried  hard  to  think  whether  it  was  the  pahns  of  her 
hands  or  the  backs  of  her  ears  that  you  ought  to  rub, 
or  whether  I  should  lay  her  down  or  stand  her  up 
against  a  tree.  I  knew  there  was  something.  Then 
I  got  in  a  funk  lest,  after  all,  it  should  be  the  soles  of 
her  feet. 

But  Mad  Jeremy  had  not  altogether  gone  away.  He 
had  been  watching,  and  now  popped  his  head  and 
shiny  ringlets  round  a  tree  trunk,  which  brought 
me  to  myself. 

"  Ah— ha  !  "  he  cried,  "  I'll  tell  the  pretty  one  about 
these  goings  on  !  " 

And,  quick  as  a  flash,  that  brought  Harriet  Caw  to 
herself,  also.  It  did  better  than  splashing  water  or 
rubbing  hands.  The  moment  before  she  had  been  all 
rigid  like  a  lump  of  wood  in  my  arms.  But  as  soon 
as  the  words  were  out  of  Mad  Jeremy's  mouth,  she 
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w^  standing  before  me.  her  eyes  flashing  lightning, 
and  her  elbows  drawn  a  Uttle  in  to  her  sides 

Mad  ?  WeU.  rather.  She  was  hopping,  just, 
bo  /  «  not  the  pretty  one,"  she  said— whispered 
It.  rather,  with  a  husky  sound.  Uke  frying  bacon  in 
her  voice.  Oh.  I  see-thafs  why  my  eyes  are  Uke 
brown  pamt-vamished !  WeU.  who's  the  pretty 
one  ?    Answer  me  that  I "  ^      j 

"I  think  he  must  mean  Elsie ! "  I  said.  teUing  the 
truth  just  as  briefly  as  I  could. 

M^lt^^j'^r^*'"^'^''^'    Ekie  is  the  pretty  one,  is  she. 

"Yes."  I*  said.  "  she  is  !  " 

I  was  going  on  to  teU  her  how  much  she  would  Uke 
Elsie,  and  how  Elsie  would  love  her.  when  suddenly 
Harnet  Caw  turned  and  marched  off.  I  was  going 
to  foUow  her-indeed.  I  had  to.    For  I  wasn't  goml 

;  .       ft "?  r^^^  ^^"^"^y  S^^^^  ^t*»  0%  the  great 
tits  and  Mad  Jeremy  hiding  among  the  trees. 

*  5!f*.  ^5P®*  ^^  t""ied  round,  and  caUed  out.  "  Go 

T^'^n'tu     °'*  T"*  y°^  '    ^  ^"  y°^  t°  SP«^  to  me  I 
I  wiU  kiU  you.  if  you  touch  me  !  " 

I  told  Harriet  quite  reasonably  that  I  would  not  touch 
her  for  mmts  of  money,  and  that  aUI  wanted  was  just 
to  find  Mr.  Ablethorpe.  and  pick  up  the  parcel  I  had 
left  at  her  grandfather's  before  going  home. 

It  must  have  looked  funny  enough  if  any  one  had 
seen  us.    WeU.  Mad  Jeremy  did.    For  we  could  hear 
peal  upon  peal  of  wicked,  sneering  laughter  pursue  us 
as  we  went  in  single  file  across  the  road,  over  the  stUe 
and  across  the  moor.  ' 

At  the  stile  over  the  highroad  I  came  up  closer  to 
Hamet  owmg  to  a  sUght  hesitation  on  her  part,  and 
the  switch  she  gave  her  skirts  to  escape  the  contagion 
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of  my  touch,  was  something  to  see.  I  had  always 
thought  I  was  something  of  a  favourite  wherever  I 
went.    So  I  took  the  worse  mth  such  treatment. 

However.  I  put  it  down  to  Harriet  Caw's  havine 
been  brought  up  in  London.  My  father  always  told 
me  to  watch  out  for  London  folk-you  never  could 
teU  what  they  would  be  up  to.    Certainly  not  with 
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CHAPTER   XV 

THE  MYSTERY  OF  MYSTERIES-A  GIRL! 

VJ-R.  ABLETHORPE  appeared  to  have  had    a 

fhJn  T  u  Tu^  ^^'l^f  *'™^  °^  '^  ^**^  M>^  Constantia 
than  I  had  had  with  her  sister-perhaps.  because  she  was 
younger  by  some  minutes,  and  was  quite  conscious 
of  bemg  pretty,  so  didn't  need  to  be  told.    Yet.  when 

Harnet  Caw,  than  the  Hayfork  Minister  for  her  sbter. 
Had  I  not  rushed  to  defend  her  from  no  less  a  foe  than 
Mad  Jeremy  ?  And  there  were  precious  few  in  the 
two  parishes  of  Breckonside  and  Breckonton  who 
would  have  done  the  Uke.  So  she  need  not  have  ru^ 
u^tairs  when  she  got  home,  pushing  her  step-grand- 
mother aside  and  saying  :  "  Out  of  the  way.  Susan 
Ferguson  !  "  Neither  had  she  any  need  to  slam  the 
door  of  her  room,  for  it  was  her  twin  sister's  as  well  as 
hers,  at  any  rate. 

.f.vf ^  •!5'''?^  ^  ^^  °°*  ^^  Constantia  so  well  to 
start  with,  I  must  say  that  her  conduct  was  a  great 
contrast  to  that  of  her  sister  Harriet.    I  could  not  help 

^Tff  M  "^Au,-  J^^  '^^  *1"^*^  peaceably  to  the  door 
with  Mr  Ablethorpe.    Then  she  went  bik  and  found 

./fj  ?  ^'"''''^^^  he  had  forgotten.  And  she 
stood  smihng  and  waving  adieux  under  the  bunches 
of  purple  creepers  about  the  porch-like-well.  I 
rl^SS^K  ^'  .^h^Pict'^e  of  "Good-bye.  Sweetheart. 
Good-bye  1  "  m  the  "  Keepsake  "  book. 
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And  then,  thinking  it  over,  I  took  it  all  back  and 
preferred  in  my  heart  the  slam  of  Harriet's  door. 
There  was  more  meaning  to  it. 

But  Mr.  Ablethorpe  did  not  appear  to  notice.  He 
thought  that  he  had  sown  good  seed  on  very  promising 

"She  seemed  quite   in  f i /our  of  the   Eastward 
position,"  he  said  thoughtfully,  "  and  she  understands 
our  argument  in  favour  of  the  '  Missale  Romanum ' 
and  with  regard  to  irregularly  ordained  clergy.    The 
rest  may  follow  in  time." 
And  as  for  me,  I  hoped  to  goodness  it  would. 
After  that  the  Hayfork  was  very  thoughtful  all  the 
way  to  the  crossroads,  where  we  separated,  he  to  return 
to  his  lodging  in  Over  Breckonton  and  I  to  go  back  to 
father's.    Well,  not  just  directly,  of  course.    I  had  to 
look  in  at  Nance  Edgar's  cottage  at  the  Bridge  End. 
It  was  my  duty.    Elsie  was  there,  sitting  reading  by 
the  window.    She  had  been  doing  German  or  something 
with  the  schoohnaster's  sister,  and,  for  a  wonder,  was 
quite  pleased  to  see  me.    She  mostly  wasn't,  if  I 
interrupted  her  when  shejwas  "  studying."    "  Study- 
ing "  with  Elsie  consisted^Hn  neither  talking  yourself, 
nor  letting  any  other  body  talk. 

The  first  thing  that  struck  me  was  how  much 
prettier  Elsie  was  to  look  at  than  Harriet  Caw,  and, 
of  course,  than  her  sister.  I  told  her  so,  thinking  that 
she  would  be  pleased.  But  instead,  she  faced  about 
at  once  and  laid  down  her  book. 

"  Who  is  Harriet  Caw  ?  "  she  asked  in  a  kind  of 
icebergy  voice,  quite  differently  pitched  from  her 
usual. 

Then  I  began,  pleased  as  a  kitten  with  a  wool  ball, 
to  tell  her  all  about  it— how  Mr.  Ablethorpe  had  com« 
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and  asked  me  of!  for  the  day  from  my  father,  how  we 
had  gone  and  helped  at  the  haymaking.  Then  I  made 
out  a  long  yim  about  finding  the  little  package  of 
rings  which  Mr.  Ablethorpe  had  taken  so  carefully 
away  with  him. 

"  But  they  were  more  yours  than  his  1 "  cried  Elsie 
suddenly ;  "  you  should  have  brought  them  here  to 
me.  Then  we  would  have  found  out  what  they  were, 
and  if  they  had  anything  to  do  with  the— with  Harry 
Foster.    We  were  the  first  who  found  out  anythmg, 

and  now  you  go  of!  with  Mr.  Ablethorpe " 

^^  "  Yes.  Elsie,"  I  said,  a  Uttle  taken  aback  by  her  tone, 
"  but  he  seemed  to  know  aU  about  where  to  look,  and 
he  wouldn't  teU  me  anything,  though  I  asked." 

"  No,  of  course  not,"  said  Elsie  sharply ;  "  there  will 
be  a  reward,  you  may  depend.  Then  he  will  get  it 
instead  of  you  !  " 

I  cried  out  against  this,  saying  that  she  was  not  fair 
to  Mr.  Ablethorpe.    But  at  the  bottom  of  my  heart 
I  was  not  a  bit  sorry.    The  Hayfork  Minister  had 
such  a  curly  head,  and  people  made  such  a  fuss  about 
him— especially  the  women— that  I  wasn't  a  bit  sorry 
to  find  that  Elsie  was  not  of  their  mind. 
This  gave  me  some  assurance  to  go  on. 
"  Well,  and  what  did  you  do  after  that  ?  "  she  said. 
And  I  was  all  on  fire  to  tell  her  about  the  two  grand- 
daughters of  Caleb  Fergusson,  who  came  all  the  way 
from  London— how  we  had  tea  with  them,  how  Mr. 
Ablethorpe  stayed  and  talked  with  the  one  who  thought 
no  end  of  herself— that  is  to  say,  with  Constantia,  while 
I  was  compelled  to  go  and  keep  the  other  one,  Harriet, 
from  getting  into  mischief. 

At  the  very  first  word  Elsie  sat  up  straight  in  her 
chair.    Then,  even  though  I  said  nothing  (it  was  no 
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^ann,  Elsie  pinched  her  Ups  and  turned   up  her 

"  You  would  like  her  awfully  !  "  I  said.    "  She's  as 
nice  as  can  be. 

for'the  LLr  "^uT.  ^^'  ^^'  ^d  «he  reached 
for  the  knitting  which  lay  within  reach. 

cH*  y^  "^^^J  "  "^^  '"^^^^  ^  she  adjusted  the 
stitches,  some  of  which  had  slipped  off.  owing  to  my 

^^T  v^  "S^^^^  °°  it  ^hen  I  first  came  in.  ^ 

frlVir  K  ^T  "^^  "'"'^  myself-"  she  comes 
from  London  but  she  does  not  put  on  any  airs.  And 
she  does  not  like  me  at  aU  /  " 

out  ?^'"  ^^  ^^'^'  "  ^^  P'^^  ^""^  ^^  y'^"  ^^  **^at 
So  I  told  her  aU  about  Harriet  runrAna  away  because 
I  was  so  stupid,  and  her  meeting  with'  Mad  Jeremv 
I  said  as  little  about  my  going  at  him  with  i  oS^' 
knife  as  I  could.  For.  after  all.  that  was  a  fo^S 
thmg  to  do.  But  I  told  Elsie  about  Harriet  Caw  S 
mg,  and  as  much  as  I  could  remember  about  Harriet 
running  home  and  slamming  herself  in  her  room. 

And  all  the  time  the  atmosphere  in  that  room  was 
gettmg  more  and  more  chilly,  while  Elsie  herself  would 
have  frozen  a  whole  shipful  of  beef  and  mutton  right 
through  the  tropics.  ^ 

"  WeU."  I  said  when  I  had  finished  my  tale.  "  she 
may  have  got  a  temper,  but  she  is  a  nice  girl  a^d  you 

told  her  about  you.  Elsie." 

nj^!  Ut^  *  '°°''  ^*  "■^■^^  ^«^  -  vesta  at 
"  And  pray,  what  did  you  teU  her  about  me  ?  " 
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"I  told  her  that  you  were  pretty-*)  did  Mad 
Jeremy  And  I  told  her,  besides,  that  you  would  be 
sure  to  take  to  one  another.  Now.  will  you  go  and  see 
her  to-morrow  ?  "  .r      6    «tu  sec 

Slowly  Elsie  gathered  up  all  that  belonged  to  her  in 
Narice  Edgar's  little  sitting-room-her  books,  her 
wo^k,  and  a  hat  that  had  been  thrown  carelessly  on  a 

.nl?°'',  u^^f  ^^'  *^^  "^^""^  ^"^^^"«  gainst  one 
another  hke  lumps  of  ice  in  a  tumbler.  "  no,  I  will  not 
go  and  call  upon  Miss  Harriet  Caw,  from  London.    But 

Y^owl""^  ^"^  *°  ^'''''"*  y^"^  «°^'  ^'  J°^P»^ 
And  she  in  her  turn  swept  out  and  slammed  the  door 
I  sat  there  m  Nance  Edgar's  winking  firelight  looking 
at  my  fingers  one  by  one,  and  not  sure  of  the  count 

If  any  one  will  please  teU  me  what  a  girl  wiU  say  or  do 
m  any  given  circumstances-well.  I'll  be  obliged  to 
him  that  s  all.  I  don't  believe  any  feUow  m^  ever 
Z?^f  and  browbeat  in  one  day  by  girls  before. 
AndaUfornothmg.  That  is  the  funny  part  of  it.  For 
what  had  I  done  ?  Answer  me  that,  if  you  please. 
Nothmg— just  nothing !  '      ^ 


'W'^^i^m^jm-.^r,  '^w. 


CHAPTER  XVI 
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VES,  I   was  surprised.    But  there  were  several 

nn.  *K  *^^*®^  surprises  waiting  me.    I  got 

one  the  very  next  day.  * 

Jfh^A^  McConchie  on  his  way  home  from  school, 
at  the  dmner  hour.  He  was  kicking  his  bag  before  him 
m  the  way  that  was  popular  at  our  school,  where  all 
^If-respectmg  boys  brought  their  books  ik  a  strap. 
Urls  had  green  baize  bags  and  always  swunc  them 
hke  pendulums  as  they  talked.  But  boys,  if  they  had 
to  have  bags,  used  them  as  footballs.  This  was  what 
Dan  was  domg  now. 

bee^'  S.'?f"'K'  J^  J^*'^'  yo""-  giri's  gone  and 
b^n  made  a  teacher.    You  had  better  come  back. 

K  teachv.    the  babies  in  the  Uttle  classroom-' A  b- 
ab!    L    —baa!'" 

He  imitated  the  singsong  of  the  lowest  forms. 
But  7i  ^l!l°K^^*^.  in  Dan  or  any  other  McConchie. 
f^t   i^TIf^  ^  ^"^  ^^  so^d  for  presuming  to 
talk  about  Elsie  at  aU  or  call  her  '  my  girl  " 

who  hL/ r^'n-^i^K  ^^  ?f y°^°"'  ^  ^^  fr°°»  *he  south. 

f^f  ^^  '^  'v^  T'^  breathing  what  she  said  at  you. 
She  hsped  a  Uttle,  too,  was  good-looking  (though  I 
d^  not  care  for  that),  and  did  not  t^esl-had^ot 
been  long  enough  m  Breckonside  to  learn,  I  expect. 
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At  any  rate  she  told  me  in  other  words  what  I  had 

i^h  Jr^*l^  '°'-  ^^y  '^'  "»°™i««  ^fo~.  the 
Khool  had  been  astonished  to  find  Mr.  Mustard  giving 

Elsie  a  lesson-when  they  came  to  spend  a  half  hour 
m  the  playground  at  marbles  and  steal-the-bonnets. 
Their  wonder  grew  greater  when,  as  the  beU  rang. 

^\  Zuu  '°"".^  ^""^^^^^^  ^  ^^^  "ttle  schooh-oom 
which  hitherto  had  been  used  chiefly  for  punishments 
and  doing  copybook  writing.  She  was  given  the 
mfant  classy,  and  had  been  there  all  day.  so  I  was  told, 
with  Mr.  Mustard  popping  in  and  out  giving  her 
instructions,  and  smiling  like  a  fusty  old  hawk  that 
has  caught  a  goldfinch  which  he  fears  some  one  wiU 
take  away  from  him. 

Of  course  I  did  not  care  a  button  for  Mr.  Mustard. 
But  he  had  always  been  the  Enemy  of  Youth  so  far 
as  we  were  concerned.    And  it  gave  me  a  queer  feeling, 

l^Zf  T:  *°  ^«  "'^  f  Elsie-my  Elsie-teaching 
ak)ngside  that  snuffy  old  badger.  He  was  neither 
snuffy  nor  yet  very  old,  but  that  is  the  way  I  felt 
tow^d  him.  Elsie,  too-at  least  she  used  to.  But  I 
could  bet  It  was  all  the  doing  of  that  hook-nosed  sister 
of  his-Betty  Martin  Mustard,  we  called  her,  though 
T  "*!f"M?^^  °"^y  Elizabeth,  and  not  Martin  at  aU 
Little  Kit  Seymour  kept  on  lingering.  She  was 
smihng  mischievously,  too,  which  she  had  no  business  to 
do.  And  she  wouldn't  have  done  it  long  if  she  had  been  a 
boy  It  got  sort  of  irritating  after  awhile,  though  I  wasn't 
donkey  enough  to  let  her  see  it.    I  knew  better. 

I  just  said  that  I  hoped  she.  Elsie,  would  like  school- 
teaching,  and  that  my  father  had  always  said  that  was 
what  she  should  go  in  for.  But  Kit  went  on  swinging 
her  greenbaue  bag.  like  I'veseenthem  dotheincensTpot 
m  Mr.  Ablethorpe's  church  up  at  Breckonton.    Father 
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H^^I^TrJ^^^r^^'^^^'^^^^^^^^^^^d^^ne  there. 
«e  was  a  Churchman,  was  father,  but  death  on  in 

evpn  c^«Z;  ^^^"^  "^^  J"^*  ""ts  on.  He  had 
even  stopped  going  to  church  at  home  because  our  oW 

catn.Jic.  I  bet  he  didn't  mean  any  harm  Hp  w«c 
a  to-rate  old  feUow.  But  my  father  Sedl^hl^ 
^d  told  hini  outloudthat  the  Church oTEnl^t a 

^?t     *'L"''^'  ^^  "^ho^versaysitisn't^Xr' 
^at  caused  a  coohiess.  of  course.    Yet  I  believe^ev 

o^Mr"'!^  \h^'  ^."^^  *'^«-  ^°'  '-'  vicar  Wt  one 
Tw  ^^^^*^°T>«  s  sort,  but  just  wanted  to  let  pec-t 
^one.  and  was  content  if  people  left  him  alone     But 

etil^^d'^^'  ''"'^'f  "^^'^  °"^  Breckonsfde  f!Sc 
^y  mad-bemg.  as  I  said  before,  actually  on  the 

rtlf^l'.  °I  ^*  ^^^*  ^^^  near  to  it.  ^ 
i-ittle  Kit  Seymour,  with  her  lisp  and  soft  south 
country  EngUsh.  was  a  smart  girl.  I  knew  verv  "  n 
she  was  sedng  how  I  would  takl  the  neM^  abouK 
However,  she  did  not  get  much  change  out  of  me  '^'• 
..iA        .  ?"  *  "^"""^S  *^c^  to  school  again  ?  "  she 

-0^1'.^°^.^^  "*  '^'  *°^  «^  her  boot 
Oh.  I  don  t  know  that,"  I  told  her ;  "  old  Mustard 
IS  well  up  m  mathematics  and  mensuration—" 

Whats  mensuration?"  She  said  "menMura 
hon.  and  curiously  enough  it  sounded  raSer  n"S' 
But  If  a  boy  had  done  it  everybody  would  ha^e  la^^^^^^^^^ 
Sorne  things  are  all  in  favour  of  gi>ls-H)the^  Snot" 
Girb  can't  go  into  the  army  or  the  navy.  Most Tvs 
t^  ;:d  ttt  T  '"^Z  *''"'  '""^y  -  for^Tea^^ 

Well,  I  got  rid  of  Kit  Seymour.    She  went  on  to 
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school,  and  as  she  parted  from  me  she  said :   "  WeU 
Uhuppose  we  shall  be  theeing  you  down  there  by  and 

She  meant  at  the  school-because  Elsie  was  there 
But  I  had  something  else  in  my  mind.    I  was  ke^n 

~^:}  tT^  ^'""^  '^'  ^'-  there  beTaui^lS 
our  quarrel  about  Harriet  Caw.  The  fault,  of  course 
in  any  other  girl,  would  have  been  Elsie's  ForTe 
tTj.  "bu  T  ''  -y  i-tification^not  even  to  the 
T.U  Au  J"?^^  ^^^"^^^  ^^S'^-  I  only  thought 
she  had  been  led  into  it  by  old  Betty  Martin-Mr 
Musterd's  sister-who  is  so  ugly  that  it  gives  you  a 
gumboil  only  to  look  at  her.  ^ 

Now   the  school   of  Breckonside-Mr.    Mustard's 

ntVV^  '!,"f^*  "P  ^^^^''  '^'  ^««ds  on  a  slophig 
piece  of  land  from  which  thegmsshas  long  been  worn 

mtl'^rrr'T^'  ^^-'^P^-y-g-    The^isLTr 
httle  yard  with  some  grass  at  the  back     That  is 

where  the  girls  play,  and  across  it  with  its  gable  to  the 
tefchtg  ''  '"'  "'"^^  "'"^"''"'  ^^^^^EJ^ie  was 

It  was  right  bang  in  the  woods.     So  I  knew  verv 
looJc  m  at  the  wmdow. 

Mean,  you  say!    Not  a  scrap.    Elsie  and  I  had  always 
been  such  fnends.  like  brother  and  sister,  that  sS 

H    .^\"^^*  *^  ^"^^  ^^*^^  h«^  a  bit.    6f  cou^i^ 
she  had  known  she  would  have  let  out  at  me-sSed 

qurnatufa"  ^^  '''  ^"^^  '''  ^"^^  ^^  ^- '^ 
So  I  went  and  got  hold  of  a  ripping  good  olace  in 

the'tLlr'  'T-  ,f'"  '  ""»^'  n'ot'XS  U 
;„;  T^  ?"  °"  """^  *''^*  l-^d  bent  itself  down 
mto  the  do-  ditch  as  if  feeling  for  the  water.    uZ 
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t  fi.^H  '^^IJ' *°°'  f  d  ^hen  I  lay  down  on  my  face 
It  fitted  me  better  than  my  bed.  There  was  even  a 
nsmg  b,t  at  the  bank  for  me  to  hook  myto  x^d 
hZll^A  ^^f"yth"^g  so  well  arranged.  The  hazel 
^^^Z  '^  """  ^'^"^  ^*^^"'  *°°'  ^d  ""1^  you  fairly 
onW^  ""l  ""V^"''  ™  °°*^^S  *°  »^  ^n-    I  had 

fw     ^^^   ^''^!  T^  ^^^y  '^°°*s  to  ^ke  the  whole 
three  wmdows  of  the  little  infant  school. 

Mean  ?  I  tell  you  not  a  bit.  Why,  I  was  reaUy 
the  only  protector  Elsie  had  got,  and  though  she  w^ 
mad  with  me  just  at  that  moment,  it  made  no  differ- 
ence. Brides  I  had  got  an  idea-I  did  not  get  them 
often  and  so  hung  on  the  tighter  to  those  I  did  find 
And  this  one  had  really  been  forced  upon  me     It 

Inl  thf.  f,"^^^rJ^^^i^  ^^s  the  key  to  all  the  mysteries, 
and  that  through  her  would  come  the  solution  of  every- 
thing we  had  been  trying  to  find  out.  Also-thourfi 
this  I  wou  d  not  for  the  life  of  me  have  mention^T 

^'n^'^r^^\f'^'  P"^  ^""S  inmiinent  over  her. 

and  of  this  I  should  soon  have  proof  if  I  wanted  any 

Now  it  IS  cunous  how  different  both  things  and  people 

bok  when  you  are  watching  them-as  it  were  ^bl 

your  lep  at  a  landscape.    You  see  the  colours  brighter 
natunUly  and  as  for  the  people-none  of  themdo^y. 
^ng   unl^  as  if  with  some  horrid  secret  puipo^ 
When  Mr.  Mustard  wiped  his  brow  with  a  spottS^h^d: 
kerchief,  or  knocked  a  fly  off  theendof  his  nos^  I  was 

rSfJpT  •/""'"*  ^^^*  ^'  '"^t  ^y  it-    When  he 

^^.  S  h'  ?r  ^T  ^''  ^''  °^  P"^^t«  lessons 
m  the  big  school-house.  I  watched  carefully  to  see  that 

*!il.  J  ^  "^^^P?"  ^^"^ealed  under  his  rusty  coat 
tails.  I  suppose  policemen  and  detectives  set  used  to 
this  sort  of  thing,  but  certainly  I  never  did 
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Then  I  had  always  thought  that  we  aU  started  for 
school  together.  We  seemed  to.  But  Mr.  Mustard's 
scholare  certainly  didn't-and  I  suppose  schools  all 
over  the  world  are  the  same.  Nobody  came  alone. 
It  they  started  from  home  by  themselves,  they  yelled 
and  signaUed  till  they  were  joined  by  somebody  else. 
Only  a  few  groups  arrived  by  the  road,  generally  hand- 
m-hand  if  they  were  girls,  and  the  boys  with  their 
arms  about  each  other's  waists.  Most,  however, 
ducked  through  hedges,  clambered  over  stone  dykes 
crossed  ditches  by  planks,  and  so  finally  got  to  school 
over  broken-down  pieces  of  wire  fencing,  or  by  edging 
themselves  between  the  gate  post  and  the  wall  I 
remember  now  that  I  had  generally  done  the  same 
thmg  myself.  But  I  never  knew  it  till  that  day  I  lay 
on  the  old  willow,  watching  Mr.  Mustard's  school 
gathermg  for  morning  lessons. 

Seen  from  a  distance  Mr.  Mustard  ^as  a  youngish- 
lookmg  man,  getting  bald,  however,  except  about  his 
ears.  He  wore  a  perfect  delta  of  wrinkles  at  the  comer 
of  each  eye.  He  was  teaching  Elsie  about  half  an  hour, 
and  durmg  this  time,  his  sister  looked  in  twice  from 
the  master's  cottage,  just  to  see  how  things  were  going. 

I  lay  stm  and  waited.    From  the  big  school-house 

■![^T.^^."*^  *^®  ^°^^  °^  ^  ^y^  sung  all  together, 
with  Elsie  leading.  I  could  distinguish  her  voice  quite 
well.  And  then  Mr.  Mustard  said  a  prayer.  It  was 
always  the  same  prayer,  and  had  been  written  by  some 
bishop  or  other  for  the  purpose.  Then  Elsie  came  out 
foUowed  by  aU  the  infant  class,  most  of  them  clinging 
to  her  skirts,  the  rest  straggling  behind,  and  pausing 
to  pick  up  stray  toddlers  of  three  or  four  who  had  fallen 
on  their  faces.  In  Breckonside  they  send  babies  like 
that  to  school  to  be  out  of  the  way. 
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s  Jnir  ^^"^^  ^^^  ^r^^  "^^  ^*>ther  hymn,  very 
simple.    Then  she  set  the  elder  to  learn  th^  mtH*    • 

first  «sp  Elsie.  W 1^™  . IS  tot  ?;„Sc  at'cll' 
range,  put  her  fingers  to  her  ear^     r"!  T      f     °^ 

average  uifant  class  as  a  visiting  wasp  of  active  habS 

I  I  M     ""  "'  */  "'»*  department  wasThind  w 
I  could  see  a  soft  pen^piration  bedewing  tte  ten^r 

twenty  years  he  had  nevV ^0^*  ^f^%*?*  " 
He  would  get  his  sister  to  n^.TLIZ^t^"' ' 

from  her  roll  m  a  moment.    Would  he  have  th^ 
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now  ?  No,  he  would  wait  tiU  the  interval,  and  then  she 
and  Mr.  Mustard  would  put  them  up  together.  There 
was  no  use  troubUng  EUzabeth.  She  had  her  own 
domestic  duties  to  attend  to.  Of  course,  she.  that 
IS  Elsie,  would  partake  with  them  of  their  simple  and 
frugal  midday  meal  ?  It  would  be  more  convenient 
for  all  parties— better  than  going  all  the  way  back  to 
the  cottage  at  the  Bridge  End.  Besides,  Miss  Edgar 
would  doubtless  be  absent,  and  no  dinner  would  be 
^eady.  Yes  {concluded  Mr.  Mustard),  on  all  accounts 
It  would  be  much  preferable  to  dine  together.  He  had 
talked  it  over  with  his  si:ter  the  night  before. 

I   could  see  her  hesitate.    But  the  arrangement 
was  really  so  much  more  convenient— indeed  obvious, 
that  Elsie,  after  provising  that  she  would  have  to 
arrange  terms  with  Miss  EUzabeth,  ended  by  accepting 
I  began  to  hate  Mr.  Mustard. 
What  could  he  be  after  ?    It  could  not  be  love-^ 
fancy  that  red-nosed,  blear-eyed,  baldish  old  badger 
with  the  twitchy  eyebrows  in  love!    I  laughed  on 
my  branch.     But  whatever  it  was  his  sister  was  in  it. 
Yes,  Betty  Martin  was  a  confederate— yet  her  brother's 
marriage  would  (conceiving   for  a   moment  such  a 
thing  to  be  possible)  put  her  out  of  a  place. 

It  was  altogether  beyond  me.  Only  as  I  say.  I 
did  not  love  Mr.  Mustard  any  the  better  for  all  this, 
and  if  I  could  have  pinked  him  cheerfully  with  my 
catapult,  without  the  risk  of  hitting  Elsie,  he  would 
have  got  something  particularly  stinging  for  himself. 


CHAPTER   XVII 

DREAR-NIGHTED  DECEMBER 

nPHEN  happened  that  event  which  in  an  hour,  as 
•*      It  were,  made  a  man  out  of  a  rather  fooUsh  boy 
The  postman  comes  twice  to  our  doors  during  the 

tLJn  'T'^''''  '''  *^°^«  ^^°"^  the  neighboui! 
hood  of  Breckonside.  once  for  the  mails  that  come  in  from 
London  and  aU  the  countries  of  the  world.  nS  tha^ 
there  were  many  of  these,  save  now  and  then  one  or 
two  for  my  father,  about  hams  and  flour      "us^d  to 

qS?^  .vf '^^'^^''u^  course-generally  from  the  United 
States  they  were,  but  once  in  a  while  from  France. 

One  chillish  December  morning,  in  the  early  part  of  the 
month,  my  father  got  a  letter  which  seemed  toLse  him 
some  ^noyance.  He  did  not  usually  refer  to  his  co^ 
respondence.    But  I  was  standing  near  him  -for  after 

f;. TfTk  °^^''^*^^" t>"«i"«^ reasons.  Ihadnotyet 
gone  to  Edmburgh-andl  heard  him  mutter.  "  I  sup- 
pose I  had  better  go  to  Longtown  Tryst,  or  Imaynever 
see  my  money.  Still,  it  is  a  nuisance  I  wish  old^  " 
orH^r'n  ^'^^^^off  suddenly,  and  turning  romid 
mare.    Then  he  called  out  to  mother  to  put  up  some- 

"  But,  father "  she  began. 

He  waved  his  hand  impatiently. 
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.  "  J*   ^^  \  !?;ney  payment."  he  said. "  long  out- 
standing, and  rf  I  do  not  get  the  man  to^ay  at  Lon^own 
Tiyst  I  may  say  good-bye  to  my  chance  of  it." 
He  scarcely  stayed  to  get  the  breakfast  my  mother 

upon  him  this  or  that  as  "  anextry."  However  along 
withsundiy  sandwiches,  she  slid  a  small "  neat  "  flask 
into  the  side  pocket  of  his  riding-coat-"  in  case  "  as 

lfT\  J'i  ^^^  ""^^  "°  ^^^^t  °^  "^y  father's. 
After  that  he  caUed  me  into  the  yard  to  receive 
mstrucfaons  as  to  various  details  about  the  sendmg 

for  "  W  ™,!'  Ti  ^^  ^^^'  ^°^  Kingsman  "  what 
for  because  he  had  been  so  long  saddhng  Dapple. 
I  can  see  him  now  as  he  rode  away.  Though  a  heavy 
man  he  rode  well,  and  in  fact  never  looked  so  well  as  when 
on  horseback.  I  can  remember,  too.  that  my  mother 
was  at  an  upper  wmdow.  my  bedroom,  in  fact,  whither 

M  Af  "^  ^"^  P"*  *^^S^  ^  «o"»e  sort  of  order." 
My  father  waved  his  hand  to  her.  with  a  more  gra- 
cious gesture  than  I  had  ever  before  seen  him  use  I 
answered  with  my  cap.  For  my  mother,  as  I  think 
was  so  taken  aback  that  she  withdrew  into  the  house.' 
with  somethmg  of  the  instinctive  shyness  of  a  girl 
who  peeps  at  her  sweetheart  from  behind  the  curtain 

to^n  f?l       u^  rf  '^'"-    ^^'  ^^P*  the  httle  love 
token  to  herself.    It  was  hers,  to  get  out  of  it  what 

dreary  comfort  she  could,  in  the  terror  and  suspense 
of  the  days  that  followed.  ^ 

•  *  ♦  ♦  * 

Longtown,  to  the  Tryst  or  Fair  of  which  my  father 
set  out.  was  about  fourteen  miles  over  the  moors- 
quite  mdeed.  on  the  other  side  of  the  Cheviots.  It 
had  thnven  because  it  formed  a  convenient  meeting 
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place  for  Scotch  drovers  and  cattle  rearers  with  the 

tnZ'T.^'  ^'«  ^^^^"^  *«™'  ^d  evTn  from 
London.    Little  more  than  a  village  in  itself,  it  contained 

^„H  ..*''"  r^*'  ^"'  ^^^  ^^'  ho^  marked 
a^d  toe  general  traffic  of  an  agricultural  district,  ^e 
country  folk  went  there  of  a  Wednesday,  which  wa^ 
Its  rnarket  day.    My  father's  road  lay  pLTy  ^ol^ 

the  Drovers    Slap,  a  pass  through  the  high,  green 

at  tZ^AoT:*^  '  ^^'^^  ^'°^^  "^"°^«  -^^  ^-ty  Stones 
at  the  bottom-ice-crusted  now  at  the  edges    and 

L':;^i?teT;tr'^^"°^^^^^^ 

and^I  ""roH  ^T^M^'"^  ^5'  "^y  ^^*^'''  *^^*  "ight'  "»°ther 
sTonnin.    h  *^^^|°"!,<^«^  *«  the  village-to  do  some 

What  shop  to  find  hmi-the  one  in  which  they  don't. 

Then  in  the  slow  night.  I  with  a  book  and  she  with 

would  h^^'J"^  "^'t^''  '"^  ^  «^t  ^"d  ^^ited.  It 
would  have  been  nothmg  very  unusual  if  father  had 
not  returned  at  aU  that  night.  He  sometimes  did  this, 
wher^  busmess  kept  him  at  East  Dene  or  Thorsby. 
On  such  occasions  his  orders  were  that  we  should  lock 
up  at  eleven  and  go  quietly  to  bed.    Mother  mostly 

ho,,!?  ?^u'  ^f '"  ^^^'y'  S°  ^«"^«  t«  her  father's 
house  at  the  other  end  of  the  village.  Indeed  we 
were  dways  glad  when  she  did.  for  it  let  us  have'  the 

^^Zt  T. w'  '  P^'"'"''  ^^^^^  P^°P^^  ^ho  keep 
servants  all  the  time  never  know 

nn^^L^^"""  ^^^^'  ^  *^"^^^  ^^^  night^why.  I  do 
not  know-except  that  the  hill  road  was  an  uiusual 
one  for  him  to  travel.    And  what  with  the  sloughs 
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and  quags,  the  peat-faces  and  green,  shaking  bogs, 
It  was  not  at  aU  a  canny  country  after  dark. 

I  had  to  keep  mother  up,  too. 

"  Why  did  he  wave  his  hand  to  me  this  momin', 

ix..  „  ^^®  ^^'  "^°^®  ^^  o°ce ;  "  he  didn't  use  to  do 
that  I  ' 

"  Oh,  he  just  saw  you  at  the  window,  mother,"  I 

answered  her.    "  and   perhaps  he  thought  you  were 

a  bit  •  touched '  at  his  not  fancying  his  breakfast." 

No,  Joe,"  she  cried  quite  sharply  ;  "  me  '  touched  ' 

—with  him— never !    He  knew  better." 

"Touched"  was,  of  course,  our  local  word  for 
offended. 

Then  would  mother  knit  a  whUe,  and  run  again  to 
the  door  to  hsten. 

"  I  thought  I  heard  him  !  "  she  said.  "  I  am  nearly 
sure."  ' 

And  there  came  a  kind  of  white  joy  upon  her  face, 
cunousm  such  a  naturally  rosy  woman  with  cheeks  like 
apples.  But  it  was  only  some  of  the  van  horses  moving 
restlessly  or  scraping  their  beddmg  in  the  stables. 

Now  our  house  with  its  big.  bricked  yard,  and  all  the 
different  out-buildings—stores,  coal-sheds,  salt-pens, 
granaries,  oil-cake  house  and  cellars,  occupied  quite  a 
big  quadrangle.  At  the  comer  was  Bob  McKinstrey's 
room,  through  which  was  the  only  entrance  excepting 
by  the  big  gate.  Bob  had  two  doors,  one  opening  out 
on  a  narrow  lane,  called  Stye  Alley,  where  poor 
people  had  kept  pigs  before  my  father  and  the  local 
authonty  had  made  them  clear  off. 

On  the  other  side,  Bob's  room  looked  into  the  yard, 
so  that  he  could  see  at  night  that  all  was  right.  He 
could  also  enter  the  stable  by  a  Uttle  side  door,  of 
which  he  alone  had  the  key— that  is,  of  course,  except- 
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onf  b^  l^^  '^^^  "^  "'""'1.  sate  my«U-th. 

was  a  self-actine  one  hi.t  r„k  ^^^^^  ^-    ^helock 

I  knew  thaflny  fatter  ^tr/"*  '"  **  '^'^■ 

■himself  in  by  the  bS  vT^H     ?        '^''  *"»'''  '«« 

hana  ha,r  „/,";:  tlfl^  ^^^^  °P«'"»«  the  Hght- 

WeU,  at  twelve  o'clock  mothef  and  I  went  to  h^ 

ahedidte^^l*°f,*'''"'''!?»"l'l<;<>'ne.  For 
be  on  the  jump  to  gef  r""'"-  ^^'^'^^^  "^"^  '" 
wail"?' Wrf 'ttaTr  ^".♦'"''"•"Sleptmueh.  After- 

It  was,  I  sSk*tu?,otf„-rir  r ""  "«"• 

business.    Hrnever  Lh  "^^  °"*  ^^^^^^^  «» 

comings  and  S^n?,  ?^'°l  *"  ^^^'^^^^  ^^^  ^is 

noneo'fusduS^urasaskhimwr'K"   ^^*  ^^ 
the  morning  forfeS^of^^       ^^^"^^€^°*^c^w 
It  was.  however  Bob  v^  °"'^'^^  snapped  off. 

is  It  father  come  home  ?  "  I  asked  sleepily. 
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a-^^k"^"*  nothing,  but  led  me  round  to  the  stables. 

«n^  K  7'/°'*"^.  *^'  ^°'^  °^  ^*^*  ^°"  door,  saddled 
and  bndJed.  stood  Dapple,  waiting  to  be  let  into  hS 

"Pass  your  hand  over  her,"  said  Bob 

nf  ^^  ""fn  "^^  "T""'  ^*»e  perspiration  and  the  flecks 

of  foam  still  upon  her.    Bob  held  up  his  lantern.     The 

^dTh!   f*r^  to  a  plaited  thong  of  her  mane. 

father  had  remarked  m  the  whip  lash  in  the  mail  cart 
the  mornmg  of  the  loss  of  poor  Harry  Foster ! 


I 


By  a  sort  of  mstmct  Bob  opened  the  stable  door, 
and  ]us  as  if  nothmg  had  happened,  the  mare  moved 

nn^f  i  ^^  "^f  ^""^^  *°  *^«  o«  the  saddle  and 

undo  the  rems,  but  I  stopped  him.    There  was  a  great 
ear  at  my  heart,  for  which  after  all  there  did  notfeem 
to  be  any  very  definite  cause. 

Father  might  have  gone  up  to  his  room  without 

awakmg  anybody.    The  great  door  of  the  yard  wL 

ocked     Some  one,  therefore,  must  have  unlocked  it 

let  in  Dapple,  and  relocked  it.    Who  but  my  father 

could  have  done  this  ?    At  woi^t  he  had  met  with 

some  accident,  and  was  even  then  dressing  a  wound 

or  reposmg  hunself.  ^  ^ 

That  is  what  we  said,  the  one  to  the  other.    But  I 

am  qmte  sure  that  neither  of  us  believed  it,  even  as  the 

words  were  leaving  our  mouths.  «  as  xne 

Then  we  heard  something  that  made  us  both  jump 

^IV''^  f  "^y '^''^^'-    She  was  speaking  down 
fromherwindow.    I  could  see  the  white  frill  of  her  cap. 
Father,    she  caUed  out  in  a  voice  in  which  she 
never  spoke  to  me.    "  Is  that  you  ?  " 
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.J^^A  ^  **"^**  *"°^*'  *^'»«'  "  Who  has  left  the 
•table  door  open  ?  " 

••  Me.  mistress— and  Joe  I  "  said  Bob. 
down/ *"  ^^^^  "  something  wrong  I    I  am  coming 

And  the  next  moment  we  could  hear  her,  for  she 
had  never  undressed,  descending  the  stairway. 

What  shall  we  do-quick-what  shall  we  say  ?  " 

Bob  Kmgsman  was  never  very  quick  at  invention. 

,  Tdl  her    an  accident.' "  I  whispered,  "  we  are 
gomg  to  look  for  him-say  nothing  about  the  yard 
door  havmg  been  opened  and  shut  again." 
there!  even  then  I  felt  that  the  key  of  the  mystery  lay 

ck!'J^°^^^  ^"^^  ^*  "'^'^  ^"^e*^y  than  we  had  hoped. 

H^K*    *".l  """^  *""*•  **"*  *°  ^^'^  ^y  ^  "»^d  the  tremXus 

h«nH  ^l  T^!  "^^""^  **^*  ^"^*^  i°  one  shaking 

^^^  r  ^'^^''"^  "^^  *^"  °*^«^-    I*  ^e°t  quaverini 
irom  her  breast  to  her  face,  and  then  down  again  tiS 

t  Tw    r"i  *^'  ^^^^y  *^«  °^  ^e  stable  lantern 
in  Bobs  hand. 

She  went  into  the  stable  and  looked  Dapple  over 

Sw    L'?*?r*'  *'°^'^'''  ^«e"»Pting  to  touch  any. 
thing  about  the  mare's  trappings. 

••  There  will  hae  been  an  accident,"  she  faltered,  her 
tongue  ahnost  refusing,  its  office.  "  your  faither  must 
have  been  thrown  I  We  will  all  go  and  seek  for  him. 
We  will  waken  the  village." 

"But  you  are  not  fit,  mother.  Bide  here  quiet  in 
the  house-let  others  seek-you  are  never  fit.'' 

Who  has  my  right  ?  "  she  said,  with  a  suppressed 
fierceness,  very  strange  in  one  so  kindly.  "  I  will  go 
out  and  seek  for  my  man  !  No  one  shall  hinder  me  I  " 


CHAPTER  XVIII 

THE  HUNTERS  OF  MEN 

TN  the  village  of  Breckonside  on  that  December 
A  morning  was  to  be  seen  a  sight  the  like  of  which 
I  never  looked  upon.  Doors  wer».  open  all  up  and 
down  the  street.  Every  window  was  a  yellow  square 
of  light.  Frighted,  white-faced  women  looked  round 
curtains.  Children  in  their  scanty  nightgowns  clung 
on  to  stair  rails,  and  tried  to  look  out  of  the  open  front 
door  without  taking  their  feet  off  the  first-floor  landing. 

The  men  of  the  village  mustered  about  the  police 
office— not  because  of  any  help  poor  old  Constable 
Codling  could  be  to  them,  but  because  the  very  place 
gave  a  kind  of  legality  to  their  proposed  doings. 

For  this  time  there  was  no  doubt  in  the  minds  of 
any  at  Breckonside.  Harry  Foster  was  a  comparatively 
poor  man,  even  taking  into  consideration  the  bank- 
notes which  he  carried  in  the  mail  bags.  But  my 
father,  Joseph  Yarrow,  was  the  richest  and  most 
powerful  man  in  all  the  district— ay,  as  far  down  as 
East  Dene  itself. 

More  than  that,  he  had  ridden  to  Longtown  to  take 
payment  of  a  long  outstanding  debt.  Bob  Kingsman 
had  heard  him  say  so— so,  for  the  matter  of  that, 
had  I  myself.  It  would  certainly  be  a  large  sum  for 
him  to  mention  it  twice,  reticent  as  he  was  on  all  such 
matters. 
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TTie  road  to  Longtown,  or  back  from  Longtown- 

-W  o^  r"''*'?'  *'"  *^''*  he  would  be  ta^d 
wJ!vi     ^    "■"  CO""™™,  by  the  edge  of  Sparhawk 

ol  ,'n'^t  ",'"•  *"""«''  **«  Slack  toto  sSl 
On  all  the  long  road,  there  was  only  one^i 
pected  house-Deep  Moat  Grange.  Cy  one  m» 
"*"»'  ^^th  could  not  be  accosted  for  p°™yX 

fhJ^  ^°°<^"5on  was  clear-at  least  to  the  minds  of 
the  Breckonsiders-in.  at.  or  about  Deep  Moat  Gr^^e 
Joseph  Yarrow,  senior,  was  to  be  found-land  whaT^^ 
even  more  to  the  point.  Joseph  Yarrow's"*"'' 
The  conclusion  was.  they  would  go  in  a  body  to  Deep 

^Itl  T^'-  ^"^  ''^'^'^''  Waldron.  who  ^ 
great  on  the  mstinct  of  animals,  tried  to  geTDap^ 
to  retrace  her  steps.    She  was  led  out  into  tiie  va?d 

At  the  Bndge  End  there  was  a  halt.  The  heads  of 
our  Breckonsiders  were  no  ways  strong  Besfdel 
they  were  dazed  with  the  sudden  alarm 

£^Txrt^!^-----^ 
s^^^ouorr-the'ir  on^r  t:r-^ ! 

more,  weighed  heavy  upon  them.  ^  ""^ 

Then  some  fool  cried  out  that  Hobbv  Stenni«s  hoA 

— r^in^wr^^T  ---"" 

mdeed.  if  it  had  not  been  for  ^Zl^-Z  strede 


•   .—  Til  r^'.SB?- 
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out,  and,  even  in  her  grief,  raged  upon  them— asserting 
that  Elsie  was  a  good  girl  and  should  not  be  meddled 
with,  I  do  believe  that  Nance  Edgar's  house  would 
have  been  routed  out  from  garret  to  hallan,  to  seek 
for  the  captors  or  assassins  of  my  father. 

The  sound  of  many  feet,  the  hoarse  murmur  of 
voices  in  angry  discussion,  and  perhaps,  also,  the 
reflected  light  of  many  lanterns  awoke  both  Nance 
Edpr  and  Elsir.    But  it  was  Elsie  who  was  first  down. 

"  What  is  i^  ?  "  she  asked,  standing  in  the  doorway 
with  a  plaid  about  her  shoulde~.  and  her  feet  thrust 
into  Nance  Edgar's  big,  wooden-soled,  winter  clogs. 
"  What  has  brought  you  out  ?  " 

I  told  her  that  my  father  had  not  returned  from 
Longtown,  but  that  some  one  ha«'  brought  Dapple 
home,  unlocked  the  door  of  the  yaia,  and  let  in  the 
mare— then  relocked  it  and  gone  his  way.  I  had 
quite  forgotten— shame  be  to  me— that  of  all  this 
my  mother  had  yet  been  told  nothing.  She  stumbled 
where  she  stood  a  little  before  them  all.  A  kind  of 
hoarse  cry  escaped  her  lips,  and  it  was  into  Elsie's 
arms  that  she  fell.  Perhaps  it  was  as  well.  For  in 
the  rough  and  tumble  of  that  dark,  wintry  campaign 
there  was  no  place  for  women. 

In  a  while  Nance  Edgar  came  out  also,  and  she  and 
Elsie  soon  got  my  poor  mother  into  a  comfortable  bed. 
I  had  a  word  or  two  with  Elsie.  She  would  fain  have 
come,  making  no  doubt  but  that  it  was  in  the  neigh- 
bourhood of  that  accursed  house  of  the  Moat  Grange 
that  my  father,  if,  indeed,  he  were  dead,  had  come 
by  his  end. 

But  I  reminded  her.  first,  that  she  was  Hobby  Sten- 
nis's  own  granddaughter.  Also,  she  was  a  teacher  in 
the  local  school,.and,  accordingly,  leaving  all  else  to  one 
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side  that  she  and  I  must  not  run  the  hiUs  and 
woods  as  we  had  been  in  the  habit  of  doing  ever  since 
she  had  come  from  Mrs.  Comline'sas  a  little  toddling 
maid.  Last  of  all,  my  mother  would  stay  behind  more 
contentedly  if  so  be  Elsie  were  with  her 

Now  it  was  a  black  frost,  clean  and  durable.    There 
had,  of  course,  been  considerable  traffic  over  the  moor 
road  during  the  days  of  the  Tryst  at  Longtown.    So 
the  feeble  hght  of  our  lanterns  in  the  winter  morning 
could  reveal  nothing  as  to  the  means  by  which  Dapple 
had  reached  home,  nor  yet  who  had  brought  her 
Indeed,  we  were  all  more  than  a  httle  dazed.    It  seemed 
such  a  terrible,  unthinkable  event,  the  loss  of  my 
father,  that  no  one  after  him  could  feel  secure.    He 
had  been  the  strongest  among  us,  and  if  he  had  fallen 
to  the  kmfe  of  the  secret  criminal  the  only  question 
in  Breckonside  was.  Who  was  to  be  the  next  to  go  ? 
Mmgled  with  all  this,  there  was  a  curious  deference 
toward   me,   wholly   new   in   my   experience.    The 
villagers  called  me  "  Mister  Joseph,"  instead  of  "  Joe  " 
as  had  been  their  wont.    They  consulted  me  as  to  the 
steps  to  be  taken— without,  however,  any  very  great 
Idea  of  acting  upon  what  I  had  to  advise.     Indeed 
that  morning,  there  did  not  seem  to  be  but  the  one 
thing  to  do-that  was,  to  go  as  quickly  as  possible  to 
Deep  Moat  Grange,  and  lay  hands  upon  the  whole 
uncanny  crew  Mr.  Stennis  had  gathered  about  him  there 
It  was  the  earliest  grey  of  the  December  mominir— 
which  IS  to  say,  Uttle  better  than  night-when  we 
descended  the  slopes  of  Brom  Common,  crossed  the 
road,  aiid  entered  into  the  woods  which  surrounded 
i^eep  Moat  Grange.    Not  without  considerable  diffi- 
culty could  I  induce  the  searchers  to  extinguish  their 
lanterns.    And  there  were  more  than  one  of  these 
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hunters  of  men  who  would  have  been  glad  of  any 
e«cme  to  turn  back  now-men.  too,  who  had  been 
the  brav^t  of  the  brave  when  the  familiar  sights^S 

Several  of  the  searchers  kept  looking  over  their 
shoulders  and  examining  the  branches  of  the  trei 

descend  upon  their  shoulders  from  these  tossing  arms 
netted  ^  blackly  between  them  and  the  sky  ^ 

The  dead  leaves  scuffed  and  crisped  under  foot 
Sometimes  a  roosting  bird,  disturbed  in  its  sluml^' 
or  an  early^uesting,  wild  creature  scurried  away  i^S 
the  underbrush.    It  was  an  eerie  journey,  andl  wa^ 

aTthe^Molf  Vt''  *'^*  '  '°^^  m'yUlfstop^S 
at  the  Moat,  with  the  water  sleeping  beneath   blade 

and  icebound  for  want  of  a  current.  ^The  drawbri^e 

was  up,  and  at  first  it  seemed  that  we  had  3o 

the  end  of  our  tether.     But  a  httle  testing  and^lm° 

bling  showed  me  that  the  Moat  was  covered  v^Te 

'^TLT^'i::  "^^^  "  ^'  «°^^  --  — y 

Presently  we  stood  on  the  edge  of  the  wide  creen 
lawn,  now  hard  and  dark  beneath  our  feetX  bk?« 
of  grass  stiff  with  frost  and  breaking  und^'ot  t^'al 
hke  tmy  .cicles.  Between  us  and  the  dusky  sha^ 
of  the  house,  set  against  the  waking  gloom  oithl 
e^ern  sky  there  were  only  the  black'mS  of  mL 
Omn  s  garden,  where  the  Lent  hlies  had  waved^ 
bravely  m  those  spring  days  when  first  EkT^d^ 
had  looked  upon  Deep  Moat  Grange 

I  h?7!  ""?,  ^^"*  l'''"*^  °^  "^'  ^^"0"sly  armed 
I  had  a  pistol  and  a  Scottish  dirk.  There  wereiwo 
or  three  rifles,  about  a  dozen  shotguns  m^v  oH 
swords,  and  even  a  pitchfork  or  two  Heu  of  l^ttir 
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If  the  courage  of  the  men  had  been  as  good  as  their 
armament,  we  might  have  assaulted  a  fortress  by  way 
of  a  forlorn  hope.  But  concerning  this  courage  I  had 
my  doubts.  For  Breckonside  was  like  most  other  vil- 
ia«es.  The  men  were  good  enough,  but  valued  their 
own  skms  a  great  deal  more  than  anybody  else's- 
even  that  of  their  natural  chief,  my  father 

Still  I  did  not  doubt  but  that  they  would  do  their 
best.  For  one  thing  they  dared  not  turn  back.  They 
had  to  stick  to  the  pack,  and,  after  all.  two  was  the 
extent  of  the  number  of  foes  they  would  have  tc  face- 
one  of  whom  was  old.  But  then  the  other  was  that 
temfymg  legend  of  the  village  and  all  the  country 
round.  Mad  Jeremy  himself. 

Still  numbers  give,  if  not  strength,  at  least  con- 
ndence.  Indeed,  the  men  moved  so  closely  together, 
that  I  was  in  constant  fear  of  some  weapon  of  war 
going  off  and  giving  warning  to  our  foes  within  the 
dark  house. 

What  we  needed  was  a  leader.  And  after  I  had 
guided  them  across  the  ice  of  the  Moat,  somehow  I 
shpped  mto  that  position  myself.  I  was  at  least  the 
person  most  concerned.  I  never  before  knew  that  I 
loved  my  father— not  particularly,  that  is.  And. 
perhaps,  after  all  it  was  only  blood-kinship  that  did 
It.  At  any  rate,  I  felt  a  new  sensation  steal  upon  me— 
a  steady,  cold  determination  to  be  revenred  on  any 
one  who  had  harmed  him-to  find  out  all  about  it 
^d  brmg  the  miscreant  to  justice-even  to  kill  him 
If  I  could.  Yes.  there  is  no  use  denying  it.  I  knew 
the  verse.  Vengeance  is  Mine-I  wiU  repay!" 
Which  IS  very  true,  but  is  an  impossible  thing  to  say 
at  a  time  like  that.  No  doubt  in  the  long  run  He 
wiU.  and  does,  but  it  seems  too  long  to  wait. 
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There  was  not  a  light  to  be  seen  anywhere  about 
the  house  of  the  Moat.    The  crisp  wind  of  earliest 
dawn  made  a  dry  sough  among  the  evergreens  of  the 
shrubbery.    The   tall   chimney   clusters   were   black 
against  the  sky,  and  beneath  them  and  about  the 
overgrown  porch  the  ivy  leaves  clattered  bonely  hke 
fairy  castanets. 
We  stood  stills-close  together,  but  very  still. 
Then   strangely,   familiarly,   out   of  the   darkness 
there  came  to  our  ears  the  sound  of  the  sweet  singing 
of  a  hymn— a  hymn,  too,  that  every  one  knows.    I 
am  not  going  to  set  down  here  which  one  it  was.    I 
never  could  rightly  bear  to  hear  it  again— much  less 
can  I  join  in  singing  it.    It  was  spoiled  for  me,  and  I 
would  not  for  the  world  spoil  it  for  those  who  may 
read  this  history  of  true,  though  strange,  happenings. 
Then,  quick  as  a  flash,  I  thought  of  the  bam  where 
we  had  seen  and  heard  such  wonderful  things,  Elsie 
and   I.    But   it   was   no   time   for  reminiscence.    I 
stepped  quietly  across  the  yard  and  Ufted  the  thick, 
felted  fold  of  matting.    I  pushed  open  the  half  of  the 
inner  door,  which  perhaps  the    chill  of  the  night, 
perhaps  the  needs  of  the  service,  had  caused  those 
within  to  close.    Behind  me  I  could  hear  the  people 
of  the  village  breathe  restrainedly,  and  I  smelled  the 
odour  of  burned  horses'  hoofs  which  clothed  the  black- 
smith like  a  garment.    Ebie  McClintock  was  the  one 
man  there  with  a  stiff  upper  lip,  and  it  was  a  mightily 
comforting  thing  to  feel  him  at  my  back,  even  though 
he  carried  no  other  weapon  than  an  iron  hammer 
snatched  up  from  the  smithy  floor  as  he  came  away. 
The  bam  was  dark,  lighted  by  a  couple  of  tall 
candles  on  the  altar,  and  one  caught  on  to  the  side  of 
a  kind  of  reading  desk.    I  could  at  first  see  no  more 
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tne  ^ftmg  of  the  curtain,  made  the  candles  flicker 
an^mdeed.  blew  out  the  one  at  the  little  dSk  tohS 

rather,  a  dun  shadow,  flit  across  the  heavy  hanging 
and  disappear  m  the  darkness  behind     I  co^f  w 

^SL  V^^^'  ^^  *^'y  ^"*^^«d  confusedly    teS^^ 
down  the  curtain  in  their  hac+«     a     u  /    ^^*™»8: 

accidentaUy-thTvSy  thL  f  L/kI '*  ^""^^^ 
all  thA  ♦i Jl  /  ^      ^  ^  ^^^  ^*«^  expecting 

^^t  i^^ii^,^  tT""'  ^*^°'  '^°"^^  warned,  would 
persist  m  carrymg  theu-  guns  at  full  cock     No  harm 

^r,?     *r?*?'  ''P^'  *^^  Wildly  for  the  d^r 

«J         ^    ^^^«^  ^°°^^"  rose-the  three  inad 
SKters,  and  one  who  stepped  in  front  of  tZ^  f  w 
elder  and  protector,  Ap^fb^  °°*  °^  *^'°^'  *^^^ 
It  may  seem  strange,  yet  in  a  moment  there  cam^ 
uix)n  me  a  sense  of  shame.    All  was  so  dec^iTln^n 
order  as  for  some  private  Divine  se^S  t Tor^oi^ 
A  Bible  was  open  at  the  lesson  for  the  day,  a  "mTke?' 
with  a  gold  cross  hanging  between  the  feavr^^S. 

up  very  tall,  and  speakmg  with  a  certain  chiH  an| 
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fouT^"^^   <^»gn»ty   which   overawed   many   of    my 

.icl  I  1?  "^V^^^^' '  "  ^  answered,  since  nobody 
else  could.  He  has  been  lost,  and  it  is  here  that  we 
have  come  to  look  for  him." 

And  though  the  villagers  murmured,  "  Ay— av 
nghtly  said.  Master  Joseph  !  "  I  could  not  but  feel  at 
tnat  moment  that  my  reasoning  was  but  weak.    If  I 

dTfferraf  *°  ^^^  ^^^  ^  ™^"  ''  "^""^"^  ^^""^  ^" 
"This,"  said  Miss  Orrin,  "is  the  house  of  Mr. 

btennis.  and  to  him  you  shaU  answer.    Meantime   I 

ani  m  charge,  and  shaU  defend  to  the  last " 

But  a  score  of  voices  interrupted  her.    "  Where 

I:K:^^T"    ^-^^M^<»J-emy?    Where 

"  ^  ^°^..  ?°*  '^^^'"^  ^y  brother  may  be,"  she 
answered.       In  his  bed,  most  Ukely.    You  kre  at 

vnn   1?,^°  ^^  ^'^^-      ^"^  ^  ^°"  '"y  "^^t«^.  to  whom 

you  shall  answer,  he  is  in  the  City  of  Edinburgh  in 
connection  with  some  law  business.  If  you  seek  him 
thCTe  I  warrant  he  wiU  be  easy  enough  found." 

But  I  remembered  the  flitting  shadow  I  had  seen, 
and  crymg  out  "Search  the  house,  boys  !  I  will  take 
the  blame!  I  launched  myself  behind  the  black 
han^  which  feU  behind  me  like  the  curtain  in  a 

«  aLk!'  *  .  °°''  °r°^  *°  "^y  ^^^'  ^d  I  fell  down 
a  flight  of  steps,  the  shrill  shrieks  of  the  mad  women 
behmd  me  resounding  keen  and  batUke  to  my  ears 
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T  HAD  not  faUen  far.  As  is  the  wont  of  boys  and 
JL  cats.  I  was  on  my  feet  again  in  a  moment.  Some- 
thing hke  a  tall  Lochaber  axe-with  the  hook  but 
without  the  axe  part-had  fallen  on  me,  and  the  steel 
fetched  me  a  sound  clip  over  the  bridge  of  the  nose. 
Did  you  ever  get  a  proper  clout  there  when  you  were 
least  expectmg  it  ?  WeU.  if  you  have,  you  know  how 
Bngry  it  makes  you.  I  wanted  somebody's  u.ood. 
Hardly  that,  perhaps,  for  I  had  been  decently  brought 

But  the  thought  of  my  mother,  of  my  father's  dis- 
appearance and  the  stupefying  cUnk  on  my  nose,  all 
taken  together,  made  me  wild  to  be  at  somebody.    Oh 
It  is  easy  to  say  "  How  wicked-yet  so  young  !  "  and 
so  on ;  but  just  try  it  yourself. 

Anyway,  this  is  how  it  happened  to  me.  I  was  up 
agam,  and  tearing  like  mad  down  the  passage,  quicker 
than  a  wink.  I  did  not  care,  at  that  mom^t,  whether 
It  was  Jeremy  Orrin  or  Mr.  Stennis  himself.  One  of 
the  two  I  knew  it  must  be.  But  the  iron  hook  on  its 
six-foot  pole  gave  me  confidence.  I  could  feel  the 
pomt  of  it  sharp  even  in  the  darknes-.  I  found  out 
afterwards  it  was  used  to  pull  down  the  hanging 
lamps  which  the  mad  women  and  Miss  Aphra-who 
was  only  half  mad-used  in  their  mystic  ceremonies. 
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U'^*J^*IT'  ."^  *°  '■'^  *«  -fevU.    Which 

fJe^^y  TusftJS^,  l£!f  -  I  *«>  not 

-t^.:>h-i-X'^^^^^ 

recently.  I  should  say.  iov  IMt  ^hX^^^T'^ 
goi^^"  l?:^r  "  ""^P-^  <^"™-  a-d  the  going 

Anyway,  there  was  somebody  before  in*.  f,.r  t  u      j 
a  door  ooen  thi.ri  c»,»*       j   ^  ocioie  me,  for  I  heard 

geumg  near  the  surface  where  the  black  frost  was. 
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Plung  !  I  darted  my  long  staff  with  the  hook 
at  the  end  of  it  between  the  door  and  the  doorpost 
Luckily  it  caught  on  the  steel  part,  so  the  man  behind 
could  not  get  the  key  to  turn.  Way  there  I  I  used  my 
staff  as  a  lever.  The  door  gave.  And  in  the  chill 
dawn  I  found  myself  in  a  httle  sham  ruin,  covered  with 
ivy,  quite  near  the  place  where  Mr.  Stennis  got  off  his 
pony  and  came  upon  us  the  very  first  day  Elsie  and  I 
had  ever  gone  to  Deep  Moat  Grange. 

There  was  nobody  there.    My  gentleman  had  failed 
to  lock  the  door,  but  had  managed  to  shoot  an  outside 
bolt  which  my  long  hook  lever  had  torn  away  like  so 
much  brown  paper.    I  climbed  through  a  gap  in  the 
ruin— either  a  bit  of  an  old  cottage,  such  as  shepherds 
hve  in,  or,  more  probably,  a  thing  built  on  purpose  to 
shield  the  head  of  the  secret  passage.    I  had  never 
thought  of  secret  passages  in  connection  with  the 
Grange.    But,  of  course—come  to  think  of  it— the 
people  there  would  not  have  respected  themselves  if 
they  had  not  at  least  one.    They  saw  to  it  first  thing- 
after  the  little  coffins.    "Necessities  first,  luxuries 
after,"  as  my  poor  mother  used  to  say  when  she  con- 
fiscated my  Saturday's  penny  for  the  Sunday's  church 
collection. 

But  in  the  growing  light  of  the  morning— dawn  is 
the  proper  word,  though  smelling  of  poetry— I  saw 
the  man  who  had  led  me  such  a  chase  running  through 
the  wood  in  the  direction  of  Brom  Common.  Now,  I 
knew  that  piece.  Had  not  Elsie  and  I  come  there, 
crawling  on  our  stomachs— yes,  lifting  our  four  feet 
one  at  a  time,  counting  the  front  ones,  and  not  daring 
to  move  hardly !  I  was  sure  the  fellow  would  have 
to  cross  the  road,  and  I  knew  where.  He  would  not 
do   it  right  in  front  of  Mr.  Bailiff  Ball's  house ;    he 
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would  have  to  ftrn  away  to  the  right,  about  the  place 
where  poor  Harry  Foster  was  donelo  death  bJ^^ 
you  see.  he  would  have  to  cross  Brom  Water  by  the 
bndge  and  he  couldn't  expect  to  have  secret  pa^ges 
everywhere  handy.  So  I  made  right  for  thaV^r 
lit  was  nsky.  I  own ;  but  then  I  wis  in  the  mo^  fo; 

I  could  see  him  running-or  rather  gUding~a  big 
portfolio  thmg  under  his  arm.  from  tree  to  tr^.    And 

k„^r.H    .  T  7^^  ^  '"^^^"  *^^^^*y  *hat  this  man 
^ew  the  fate  of  my  father,  and  that  he  was  carrying 

lot  ^L       ^  "n^''  ^^  ^P^*^'    Then  someSr  f 
got  very  angry  all  at  once,  and  vowed  I  would  put  the 

the  st,  e  where  he  would  have  to  cross  the  big  march- 

S' .?'*  "^.^''f  ''''  ^««P  Moat  propeftrHe 
had  not  amved.  though  I  could  hear  him  comig-i^ 

thJ^T^u    '^'  't°°'  ^^  ^'^^^S  ^^  a  steer  through 
the  underbrush.    I  crouched  behind  a  bush  of  laurel- 

ZlZ^J  "^l^!  P^'^^*  shrubbery  behind  Bailiff 
BaU  s-and  waited  with  my  hook  at  the  "  Ready  " 

He  passed  me,  ninning-a  tall,  gUding  shadow 
with  something  familiar  in  the  back  of  T^l7d  Zi 
see  hun  clearly,  for  he  was  all  crouched  up  becauL 

t^\^ZJTf^''f  '^'  '^''^^  ^^  t^^  leather 
case  he  earned  under  his  arm.    He  was  breathing 

^«*^y-    So  was  I.  but  I  would  have  diedlS^f 

would  have  let  myself  make  so  much  noise  abom  it 

knfw   ^        ^^""""u  ^^  ^"^  '^^  '^^^'    Evidently  he 

S  he  bJ'^  ""'"  ?°^^^'    ^  *^°"«^*  ^  recognLd. 
as   he  bent,  momentanly  lower,  the   oily  gSter  of 

black  ringlets  which  distinguished  Mad  Jeremy.    Bu 

hough  I  knew  there  would  be  a  tussle.  I  detained 

that  I  would  not  let  him  off.    Besides,  we  were  preHy 
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near  old  Ball  s  a  any  rate,  and  I  meant  to  caU  for  help 
Wee  a  steam  whistle-that  is.  if  it  should  prove  to  bS 
^\fJ^Ttmy,  or  even  Mr.  Stennis.  ^ 

^  Whoever  he  might  be.  not  finding  the  stile  h# 
^TJ:  I^'  !S^  '^^^  ^^^^  mightyTctiveV-tarty 

steel  into  his  collar  and  pulled  him  back.  He  feU 
.mhandily  ^.veralof  the  stones  foUowing  him.  and  the 
leather  portfoUo  going  aU  abroad.  He  came  down  on 
his  face  with  a  whop  like  a  bag  of  wet  salt 

hnW  .V^^^lu*"^  ^^"^"^  °^^'"'  ^  ^*s  full  as  I  could 
hold  of  everythmg  stuck-up-as  arrogant  as  a  jack 

raZ'Li?^*''?;".'?^*^*-  He  hadl'hurt  his  l^eal 
rather,  hitting  ,t  hard  as  he  fell.    The  dawn  had  come 

up  clear  by  that  time.    I  teU  you  I  gasped.    I  «Ve 

J^u  a  hundred  guesses  to  tell  me  whoS.  f^  it  wSl 

It  was  that  of  Mr.  Ablethorpe.  the  Hayfork  Parson 
•  •  •  •  • 

suS  J  t^""^  "°;r  ^°T"  ^''^  ^^^"  *^«  ^«'W  comes 
suddenly  to  an  end ;  when  all  that  you  had  counted 
up^n  turns  out  just  nothing ;  when  what  you  ^U^^ 
true,  and  would  have  staked  your  life  upon,  is  proven 
all  m  a  mmute  the  falsest  of  lies 

I  thinTlT^i^K^  ^""^  ^y  °"«  '^^-  And  indeed 
R^Inh  AKl?v.  ^^^\^*"^k  the  steel  hook  into  Mr. 
Ralph  Ablethorpe,  as  he  lay  there  in  his  High  Church 
P^^"^^  coat  with  the  tails  nearly  to  Ws  feet  hb 
stiff  white  coUar  and  the  big  gold  cross-real  for 't^^ 
llVrf  7  ^  ^'^  ^  ^^  ^^^  ^^tch  chain.  Yes.  I 
kv  v^;;;  ht  r  ^^^^l^-  ^^^  "^^^^^^  Minister 
wLTl  ^^T?*^  °P^"'  ^  *^°^Pl^  bleeding  a  Uttle 
where  he  had  hit  a  piece  of  stone,  and  he  looked  dead- 
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painfuUy  dead.  If  he  had  looked  a  bit  alive,  I  wouldn't 
have  minded  sticking  the  hook  into  him.  Just  think 
of  all  that  chase,  and  his  pretending  to  hunt  the 
murderers  of  poor  Harry,  and  sending  me  up  that 
dram  pipe-and  aU  in  the  interests,  as  was  now  proven, 
of  the  murderers  themselves.  It  was  enough  to  make 
a  Quaker  kick  his  mother. 

There  was  also,  though  I  had  not  noticed  it  at  first 
one  thing  more.  The  portfoUo  that  I  had  supposefi  f.' 
contam  my  father's  stolen  papers  and  the  proct.  .! 
the  cnme— weU,  there  it  lay.  with  the  lock  broken  ^nd 
ready  for  me  to  find  all  about  the  foul  treaoaerv  V 
the  Hayfork  Minister. 

I  was  sure  I  should  trap  him  now.  I  tell  you  1  wa' 
so  mad  that  I  began  to  think  of  his  being  hung.  /  nd 
how  glad  I  would  be  to  see  the  black  flag  go  up  ove 
the  jail  at  Longtown.  I  meant  to  go  there  to  see  and 
cry  Hooray !  "-I  was  so  mad  at  his  taking  us  all 
in.  But,  at  any  rate,  I  had  a  right  to  look,  if  only  to 
search  for  iny  father's  papers.  It  was  I  who  had  caught 
hun,  as  it  were,  in  the  act. 

I  argued  that  it  must  be  something  very  precious 
for  the  Hayfork  Minister  to  keep  it  all  the  time  by 
hun,  even  when  he  was  striking  out  his  hardest,  and 
knowing  himself  closely  pursued.    He  had  heard  the 
roar  as  the  people  of  Breckonside  burst  the  barred 
door  and  came  tumbling  into  the  Grange  bam.    And 
that  was  a  good  deal  worse  than  Mad  Jeremy's  howls- 
at  least,  to  hear.    Yet  he  had  never  let  go,  nor  tried 
any  other  way  of  getting  rid  of  his  burden,  not  even  in 
tne  sham  rum,  where  there  were  bound  to  be  pints  of 
hiie-holes  Mnong  the  ivy.    But  no  ;   Mr.  Ablethorpe 
held  on  to  his  leather  case  and  just  shanked  it  the 
laster.    I  beHeve  if  it  had  not  been  for  that  and  my 
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JS^lT^T  !? '/T*'^  ^^^"'  ^  ^°"*^  "°t  have  nabbed 
him  as  I  did.    It  must,  therefore,  as  I  made  sure  b^ 

something  worth  having,  when  he  Was  so^t  on  S^^ 
safe  off  with  it  as  aU  that.  ^       ^ 

toD^"  ^Wnlii?  '^  ^"u  '^"*^°"'^y  °P^^  th<^  I«atl»er 

papers      °  w  ,i°T  ^u?  ^  ^^'^^  "^P"    ^  ^°"«d  "o 
papers  I       Well,  I'm  blowed  !  "— ves    I  «wiH  f^o*  i 

Mother  said  I  nright,  «,  as  to  keiTme  ^m  t^ 
expressions.  Father  didn't  care  so  much.  »  thH 
was  a  straight  bc,y  and  told  no  lies^xce%  wl^e.^ 
jouying  somebody-making  fun  of  them,  that  is- 
«  just  getting  them  to  beUeve  something  b«a^ 
they  were  green.  *   "w^use 

Anyway    I  opened  the  parson's  case  and  saw  no 
papers.    It  w^  lined  with  a  kind  of  purple  velvtt-no 

S^rtrt^"""^  ''^  "  «°^^  "^  ^^'^  inside   ^e 
girls  do  thmgs  so  as  to  waste  their  time.    And  inside  a 

thLt  t^M  *''?  ^'?  '  ^°*  °^  ^°""^'  wafer-l^Si^ 
beneath  them-all  figured  over  in  raised  work.  Then, 
m  a  httle  compartment  all  by  itself,  there  was  a  kind 
of  vase  or  jug.  closed  with  a  stopper-all  of  silver 
Everything  smelled  good.  I  was  juTgoing  to  t^X 
httle  wafery  things,  when  all  of  a  suddL  the  H^ork 

^^^U^^^^'"^^'^^^''^^reyeMionl"    But  he 

beln^confi^^H*,  *  Y  f  ?  '^^  in^tant-you  have  not 
b^h  w^^  i  "^"^i  ^*  ^y  '^^^  **»«  Communion  in 
both  kinds  IS  the  pnvilege  of  the  ordained  clergy  I  " 

Of  course.  I  thought  he  had  simply  gone  moonv  with 

he  whack  he  had  got  when  I  piS^^him^^^^m 

the  dyke,  as  the  Hielant  Donalds  did  the  mailXighS 
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at  the  Red  Harlaw,  as  I  had  read  in  the  history  book. 
But  in  this  I  was  mistaken. 
Mr.  Ablethorpe  got  a  bit  better  when  he  had  assured 
himself  that  I  had  not  touched  the  contents  of  his 
leather  case.  He  even  tried  to  snib  it  again,  but  the 
catch  had  been  broken  in  the  fall,  and  the  best  he 
could  do  was  to  fasten  it  up  with  a  bit  of  twine  I  lent 
him  out  of  my  pocket. 

It  is  a  strange  thing  about  grown-ups  who  set  up  for 
knowing  everything  that  they  never  carry  things  that 
are  reaUy  useful  in  their  pockets ;  only  watches  and 
money,  which  people  try  to  steal.  Now,  every  boy 
has  twine  and  knives,  and  fish-hooks  and  marbles,  and 
a  catapult,  and  yet  nobody  ever  thinks  of  stopping  him 
with  a  levelled  pistol  on  the  King's  highway,  saying, 
"  Your  pockets  or  your  life  !  "  They  would  need  to 
have  regular  Pickford  vans  to  carry' off  the  plunder, 
anyway,  if  they  cleaned  out  very  many  boys.  Why, 
I  should  think  it  a  shame  if  I  had  less  than  sixty  things 
in  my  pockets,  all  different,  and  all  of  the  kind  that 
you  never  knew  when  you  were  going  to  need  them. 
And  me  going  on  for  eighteen,  too,  and  not  a  real 
schoolboy  any  longer,  but  a  man  ! 

Then,  after  a  while,  I  began  to  explain  to  Mr.  Able- 
thofpe  all  about  everything.  He  just  sat  open- 
mouthed  as  I  told  him  about  father  and  about  the 
mare  coming  into  our  yard  through  a  locked  door.  I 
was  watching  him.  He  turned  a  bit  paler,  but  his  face 
was  not  the  face  of  a  guilty  man. 

"  Of  course,  I  see  now,  Joe,"  he  said,  "  it  looked 
bad.  And  I  don't  wonder  the  mob  acted  as  they  did, 
seeing  me  leave  the  bam  so  hurriedly." 

Now,  though  I  did  not  say  so,  I  thought  that  pretty 
good,  just  about  as  good  as  a  dozen  glass  marbles  for 
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a  halfpenny.    "  Leave  the  bam  hurriedlv  I  "  -       u 
My  respectable  Aunt  Sally  I    UTiv  T! -f    i    ^  ^*'- 
like  the  wind  I    What  ^  U  p    hI'^\^^^^  "^"^^^^ 

there  at  all  I  ™SSy  Bfe  ^ir""'^'  '^  «°»8 
eldest.  Uss  Aohra  Ortn  .k„        ?^  .'^^-    S"'  ""e 
than  ihe  oth1«  *^™t'  ^^'"l""  ""^  ^*"""'y 
duty  that  I  d,ould  t:y^md^ak^thtr„T°  ""  ?  » 
mad  vanitie,.  „„  bSeTtll  st«k  ri  T*^  ""^ 
substituting  a  real  worship  to  a  rSTchT^l    ??'  '"? 
out  by  chance  that  the  barn  nf  n       £f      '  '"""'' 
had  been  an  orator  in  Uie  iZ  °KF"^  "'«'  <^«^« 
Abbey,  which  iJZr^XZ^''''^''"'^ 
It  was.  therefore,  in  my  ^^rnTon   d„lv  a^$°"'  '"«?• 
consecrr  *ed     Tr,,*  t  u      "*'"""">  auiy  and  properly 

^g..       -^  *''*"°^°'^^^at,  Joseph,  you  may  blame 

I  told  him  that  it  was  all  right  as  far  nc  t 


-■«»*-'         ! 
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Churchman.    "  I  admit  that  the 
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action  is,  on  the  face 
Tc^l'T'r  T]  *^x?  *^'  ^^«  ^^  ^^  poor  souls. 

b^mVi   ^""a^V    ^T  '°  «^^*  '^^  thought 
but  me !    And  I  have  already  induced  them  to  sub- 

^itute  a  crucifix  for  their  fooUsh  gauds,  which  hid  onty 

a  meaning  ,n   their  own   deranged  brains,  Joseph 

And  this  very  night,  after  confession  such  as  the^; 

hmgs  could  make.  I  had  determined  to^dmLS^ 

the  sacrament  of  the  Holy  Communion  to  Si 

r  ""  **?  r  ?'  ^°^^  ^  ^^*^"  *h«  "oise  out  idTand 
L^hTf  ^/^^^  ^"  *^^  ^°«^^'  ^^"«^d  me  to  r;t^e 
m  the  bei-^f  that  my  presence  and  the  act  in  which  I 

^bblTTou'^'*  ^  misunderstood  by  an  incentd 
Thin     T  T^r  *^^*  '  ^^  "S^*'  Joseph  ?     Yes  ? 

Then-I  own  it-I  am  much  reUeved  i^  my  minL 
stiU  more  to  find  that  rU  the  elements  are  sa7e  it 
would  have  been  terrible-a  disastrous  loss!!f'anv 
part  of  them  had  been  injured.    Even  norjoseph^ 

when  :ZL%T  ^"^  "^"^''  ''  "^"^^^  *°  -«  that' 
Churchln      K  K  y^"-yo"'  Joseph,  the  son  of  a 

Churchman,  who  ought  to  have  known  better,  in  the 

"  No.  Mr.  Ablethorpe."  said  I ;  "  but  something 
w^  nece^aiy  to  arouse  you.  and  it  seemed  tTmfS 
nothing  else  would  hav.  the  desired  effect." 

"Quite  right,  Joseph  !     You  judged  well  "  he  saiH 
nodding  his  head.    "And  the  purfuersT  Were  you 

I  reassured  him.    So  far  as  the  pursuers  went  h*. 
had  nothing  to  fear.    Mr.  AblethorpTsa  d  SatTthat 

dt^  it  '  "^f   *'  '"J  ^^^"'*  ^^"^  *h^  ^ht  word 
does  It  ?-m  a  place  of  safety.    But  as  I  had  no  time  to 


-Mjl..^. 
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1<^  I  would  not  let  him  go  without  telling  me  if  he 

M^t'^^^'"^^  °^  '"^  ^^^»^-  ^'  ^^«  ^--  of  l4 

"J^ph,"    he    answered    solemnly,    "it    is    weU 

enough  known  to  you  that  all  I  heard  there  pa^ 

tTrri"oVn;""'^'^^  ^^"^  '^^*-«  ^ 

"  You^lhal?  .*°  ^o^^^^l>out  my  father  I  "  I  cried. 
mJrderedf  AnH  F  ^-'^'"'''.^  ^'  "^^^  ^^^«  ^een 
Z  werf  fo„^  TT  P^^"*'  *"  ^^^*  house  where 
you  were  found,  m  which,  according  to  your  teUin^ 

you^r™  .nfessions  from  thosf  wh J  i; ta"^' 

"  niK       f    ^  "^^^  ^""^  you  !    I  am  debarred  I  " 

Debarred  or  no,"  I  cried,  "you  must  tell  me  if 

you  have  heard  anything  about  my  father,  or  Tl^ 

break  your  head  with  this  iron  hook »  "     '  °'  ^  ^ 

He  could  have  taken  me  up  in  one  hand  and  shaken 

wrrfar^'thatTe"''  ^t-*'^  ^''^"^  «^  ^"  -^V 
warfare  that  he  was  fightmg  this  present  battle. 

It  so,  I  must  e  en  bow  to  the  blast."  he  said     "  I 

am  aware  that  my  actions    not  beLig  sSy  in 

accordance  with  canon  law,  and  kept  a  secret  L^ 

tell  l7Z  T^  ^^*'^-  Ablethorpe,"  I  said.  "  Only 
I  1^^  Zf  "'"i  ^«°»«"»ber  how  I  helped  you  aU 
I  could  before.    If  you  know  anything  of  my  faLr 

TK^^^J^^  '''  ^^  you  must  tell  me.'^^  ' 

He  shook  his  head. 

"Indeed,    you   cannot    understand     Tosenh "   h^ 
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Wiethe  grasp  of  one  hand  I  caught  hold  of  the 
case  and  out  came  the  thing  he  caUed  the 


leathern 

monstrance 

had  Ufted  up  to  get  at  the  \»i*fere 


It  had  a  kind  of  glass  top,  which   I 


If  you  don't  tell 


I 


shouted,  "  I'll  send  the 
wnoie  flying  into  the  Brom  Water  " 

T  '"^^t  ^o^d  be  deadly  sin-the  sin  of  sacrilege 
Joseph,    he  answered,  trying  to  get  the  case  from  me ;' 
but  I  was  too  active  and  too  near  the  waU.    "  Hold 
Jo^ph-oh.  my  monstrance—my  cibory  !  " 

Cr^lZ^  T^^?^y  ^"  ^  ^'^*  ^^"^^  ^"^  ^«  conscience. 
Cunous  what  times  some  people  have  with  their  con- 
sciences !  What  a  blessing  n5„e  never  bothered  me  1 
I  wonder  what  it  feels  like  ?  Perhaps  like  when  you 
have  eaten  a  whole  bushel  of  unripe  gooseberries  and 
wish  you  hadn't.    Something  like  that,  I  wager ! 

t^lZ^^l^"  ^fu  ^'^'  ^^  ^  ^^^  ^"y^^  him. 
bo  Ididnt  throw  the  monstrous  thingborium  away 

because  he  thought  so  much  about  it.    I  kept  a  tight 
hold  of  it,  though,  and  said-  ^        ^ 

my  Sr  r'""'  *'"  ""'  "  ^°"  ^°^  "^^^^  ^^^^ 

h.^A  ^^^l^^""^  s^at  down  with  his  head  between  his 
hands,  and  groaned. 

vniir^^"^^^^^*  legitimate-perfectiy  legitimate-from 
your  ^jnt  of  view."  he  said.  "  What  am  I  to  doT 
Seal  of  the  confessional!  I  can't  do  it  yet  I  nmst 
satisfy  Joseph."  '  ^     ^  *""" 

Then  he  hit  upon  something. 

savs\?  ^  w  ^^'"^  *^'.^'^'  ^"'"  ^'  ^^  P°«^  "ves," 
says  he.       He  is  my  spiritual  director." 

off  .tr  ^  Churchers.  who  lived  about  three  miles 
off,  and  was  a  genUeman's  private  chaplain.     He  was 
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^let^fht  ^"'i^lur"  ^*  ^»  thingboriums  et 
cetera  than  our  Mr.  Ablethorpe.  "^  w 

'  Well,"  said  the  Hayfork   "  T  will  i«,^*-         •    . 
c^n^onofalilWaLuttheL:?^^^^^ 

'^o  Mr  nlr"p"'*™V°"  "^*^  *^«  letter  to  dZer 
il'^^ofr'llL^:^'-    ^^«y- open  it.  the  sin  will 

"  '^f^  ^  right."  said  I.  cheerfully. 

And  he  wrote  something,  and  sealed,  or.  rather  licked 

Ll  ""  T'^'P'  ^^^^  ^'  ^^^  "^  fo^  Parting  ht 
cards  in.  It  was  on  one  of  these  that  he  had  written 
his  confession.    He  went  n«  »,««,    •  ,  ^"**en 

Dut  the  thm^K.  •  ^  X  ?  °"^®  ^  ^  if^^at  hurry  to 
letter  to  Kl"'^'"*^^^^^  ^^^'  ""^  ^  opened  the 
big  tree  ''"'  *^^*"^  *^^  *"^^^  ^^  ^^^  fi"t 

All  it  said  was  just— 

nr^l^fJ^^  1^  ^T'"  ^  ^^^^  *o  communicate  to  you 
under  the  seal  of  the  c   nfessional.  that  I  have  learned 

rilw^err  '*  *''  '^""  ^^^  ^^^P  ^-t  Grange  or 

Yours  truly, 

R.  Ablethorpe. 

So  once  more  I  had  drawn  blank. 


I 


CHAPTER  XX 
CONCERNING  ELSIE 

"^OW.  I  liked  Mr.  Ablethoipe.  but  after  he  had 

in       "Z^^!^  !^^  ^^^  "^^  ^  conscience,  just  to 
teU  me  that  he  knew  nothing  about  the  matter— weU 
I  could  have  gone  back  and  feUed  him.    Why.  hii! 
old  conscience  couldn't  have  made  more  fuss  if  he  had 
known  aU  about  the  murder-the  hiding  of  the  body 
-K>f  a  score  of  bodies,  indeed.    But  then,  with  con- 
saences.  a  fellow  like  me  can't  tell.    It's  Uke  love  or 
s^-sickness.  or  toothache.    If  a  fellow  has  never  had 
them,  he  s  no  judge  of  the  sufferings  of  those  who  have 
And  that  s  what  I  always  say  to  people  when  I  hear 
of  «)me  new  caper  of  the  Hayfork  Parson,  or  Rev  De 

^uTl """ r^  °J. *^^V°*-    "  '*''  ^^onscience."  I  sav. 

It  takes  them  Uke  that.  It's  uncommon,  I  grant 
in  Breckonside.  but  they've  got  it.  So  take  a  back 
seat.  boys,  and  wait  till  the  flurry's  over !  " 

I  am  not  going  to  go  into  detail  of  the  search  for 
ray  father,  because  what  with  the  search  for  Harry 
Foster,  and  my  father,  and  all  that  is  yet  to  come, 
the  book  would  just  be  aU  about  folk  trying  to  find  out 
the  m3^teiy  of  the  house  on  the  farther  side  of  the 
Deep  Moat,  and  commg  back,  as  they  say  in  Breckon- 
side,  with  their  finger  in  their  mouth. 

Briefly,  then,  everybody  searched  and  searched,  but 
all  to  no  purpose.    Mad  Jeremy  was  proved  to  have 

II 
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been  miles  away,  and  Mr.  Stennis  safe  in  Edinburgh 
dinmg  with  his  lawyer.  He  came  home  as  fuU  of  r^' 
as  he  could  stick,  and  he  threatened  to  bring  actions 
for  effraction  "  and  breaking  open  of  lock-fast  places 
trespMs.  damage  to  property,  and  I  don't  know  what 
all.    But  none  of  these  things  came  to  anything. 

He  threatened,  but  did  not  perform.  And  as  for 
me.  m  those  days  I  had  enough  to  do  with  my  mother 
who  had  fallen  into  a  fraU  state  of  both  mind  and  body 
--she  who  had  been  so  robust.  And  if  it  had  not 
been  for  Elsie,  who  took  care  of  her,  coming  to  our  house 
to  do  It.  and  even  biding  the  night.  I  don't  know  what 
would  have  become  of  my  mother. 

You  see.  she  had  never  beUeved  that  anything  serious 
had  reaUy  happened  to  my  father,  or  that  he  was  dead 
And  when  any  one  tried  to  aigue  her  out  of  it.  she  said  : 
Tell  me.  then,  who  it  was  that  let  the  mare  into  the 
yard  ? " 

And  we  dared  not  give  her  the  answer  that  was 
uppermost  in  all  our  minds— that  it  was  the  murderer 
who  had  done  it  with  my  father's  master-key. 

I  did  not  see  much  of  Elsie,  though  she  was  in  the 
same  house  with  me,  for  I  had  the  business  to  attend 
to,  just  as  if  my  father  was  there— to  take  his  place  I 
mean.  Because  I  knew  that  he  would  wish  it.  so  that 
if  he  came  back  he  would  be  proud  not  to  be  able  to 
put  his  finger  on  anything,  and  say.  "  This  has  suffered 
m  your  hands,  Joe  I  " 

Of  course,  I  had  men  from  Scotland  Yard  and 
others  searching  for  a  long  time.  But  they  did  no 
good  except  to  prove  that  my  father  had  left  the  fair 
at  Loagtown  in  good  time,  carrying  with  him  (what 
was  very  curious)  not  the  money  in  gold  or  notes,  but 
a  cheque  payable  to  bearer  on  the  bank  at  Thorsby 


if-' 


CONCERNING  ELSIE  ,63 

Well  that  cheque  had  never  been  presented.    This  was 
fli°.°"[^'°^-    F«' i^  »°y  father  had  beenS 

«nH^K  ^*  ^^  ^"^  "^*^«  °^  PO'Poise  bootlace 
and  perhaps  five  or  six  shillings  in  ^ver;  becau^Te* 
always  gave  trysts  and  fairs  and  markets  a  b^^c 

money  rather.  They  never  traced  him  beyond  half, 
way^here  at  a  lonely  inn  on  the  Crewe  M^  he  had 
stopped  to  drink  a  cup  of  co8ee  and  breakl  Wte  of 
bread  before  going  farther.  "*  °' 

yard,  and  aU  the  fine,  new  outhouses,  bams.  stora*M 
for  gra>„  and  fodder,  was  a  lonesome  pk^S^S^ 
And  how  much  more  lonesome  the  nighbT  fteU 

hi"  ^*;  ^"  ?t "«"  l^  «»■>«  horn?,  the  ho^ 
been  foddered  and  bedded  down  in  the  stable,  and^ 
doors  were  locked  (except  the  big  centre  one  wWd^ 
my  mother  would  not  allow  to  be  touched).  S  W^ 
man  and  I  went  about  with  a  permanent  rfii^^ 

thir  "»f"'  *°*  ^y  ■°<"^  »«'  "<"  shoulde^ftTrl 
thmg  w,th  a  master-key,  that  could  let  in  hor^  ^5 

iTUTr^iXk-rjt't^-rrr 

My.  but  Bob  was  scared  !     Me.  too.  when  it  came 
and  waihngs.  sent  me  down  to  the  yaixi  gate  to^l^^ 
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for  father  If  anybody  had  spoken  too  suddenly  to 
»^1^  I  should  have  dropped.  An  I  as  for  Bob 
Ktogsman.  he  slept  in  his  little  iwm  with  shuttered 
wtedo^  on  both  sides  and  barricaded  dL  b^S^ 

Hr^2^  i*T?^u?'  ^^y  '^P^"*  '^y  to  his  hand 
He^n^rty  ^ot  himself  more  than  once^  monkeying 

I  used  to  teU  him  that  it  was  aU  nonsense.    For  at 

^Ul^Ll^^""'  7?^'*  ^"  '^^  "^«^  rifles:  or 
even  13-mch  guns,  let  alone  his  old  hone  pStols  that 
would  go  off  but  one  time  in  four. 

m«?.?if  ''"^^  ^^'  "  ^"^"'  J*^  '  Ghosts  don't  need 
niMter-keys.    They  use  keyholes,  as  a  rule  " 

♦hl°  T^*""*!  ^  answered  that  th^y  couldn't  put  Dapple 
to,ugh  a  keyhole,  as  she.  at  least,  was  not  a  gh^^t! 
but  hearty,  and  taking  her  oats  weU.  He  did  not 
toow  exactly  what  to  reply  to  this,  but  content^ 
h^^  saymg.  with  the  true   Bob  Kingsman 

•'Well,  if  he  comes.  I  will  plug  him." 

th.  !?-"?'"  "^^  ^'  ","  "^  ^  y°"  ^°'  ^  that  it  isn't 
the  master  you  are  loosing  off  at  I " 

m^hl  1?"^^  '*  ^^"^  ""^  ^^'  ^*«r  all.  my  father 
might  have  his  reasons  for  keeping  out  of  the  wav 
He  told  us  so  little  of  his  affaira^  aSd  I  w^  aJwa^^a 
great  one  for  mysteries,  anyway.  If  there  was  non« 
about  a  thing.  I  didn't  mind'Sng  up  one  TdiX't 
strain  me  any !  *^  «« i. 

Yet  now.  when  I  come  to  think  of  it.  these  days  with 
El«e  were  very  happy  ones.    Not  that  J  got  much  out 

with  her     She  was  seldom  out  of  my  laother's  room 
except  when  she  went  downstairs  to  bring  sometS 
-such  as  a  soothing  drink  or  a  cloth-covered  iS 
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rubber  bag  with  hot  water  for  her  feet  in  the  cold 
weather.  Eiaie  slept  in  a  litUe  child't  cot  with  a  fold- 
ing-down end  at  the  foot  of  my  mother's  big  bed.  It 
was  one  of  mother's  queer  ways  about  this  time  that 
she  expected  my  father  back  aU  the  time,  and  always 
had  his  place  made  down  and  his  night  things  hud 
out  every  evening.  *6    «"u 

It  was  nice,  though,  to  meet  Elsie  on  the  stairs.  I 
dare  say  you  have  not  forgotten  how  frequently,  with 
an  Elsie  m  the  house,  or  any  one  like  her.  young  people 
are  apt  to  meet  on  the  stairs,  particularly  at  the  dusky 
comer  where  the  grandfather's  clock  is-you  remember 
the  place,  just  where  you  cannot  be  seen,  either  from 
above  or  below. 

Of  course,  Elsie  was  cross  with  me,  and  said  that 
she  would  go  back  to  Nance's  if  I  did  not  behave- 
that  I  ought  to  be  thinking  of  other  things,  which  was 
true  enough.  But,  for  aU  that,  she  did  not  alter  her 
tunes  of  commg  and  going  up  and  down  the  stairs. 

^i  !ii\  ^  ,^^  *  ^****-    ^'  ^«^^'  »"^  days 

paM  aU  too  soon  I    But  they  are  good  while  they  last. 

And  now,  when  I  lie  awake.  I  like  to  think  it  all  over, 
taking  every  single  time  by  itself.  We  were  very  young 
and  very  innocent  then.  We  did  not  know  what  wa^ 
the  matter  with  us.  As  for  Elsie,  she  would  have 
boxed  my  ears  if  I  had  dared  to  tell  her  that  I  was 
m  love  with  her ;  and  I  would  have  blushed  to  say 
the  word.  ^ 

She  w^  my  comrade,  my  friend.  especiaUy  my  sister 

I'llTi"!  K  *"  ^"^^^  .^  ^"^"^  ^^^  "^^  a  nice  girl.  At 
least.  I  have  found  it  so.  Girls-the  nice  ones  I  mean 
-are  always  longing  to  be  somebody's  sister-that  is. 
If  they  have  no  brothers  of  their  own.  Then  thev 
know  more  about  it,  and  are  not  nearly  so  keen.   Actui 
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brothere  and  sisters  clout  each  other  and  fight  like  fun  • 
but  the  kind  of  brother  you  can  be  to  a  nice  giri 
sends  poetry  and  flowers  to  his  sister,  and  it  is  all 

1.«I?Tk'^?'  *u^  brothering  after  a  bit.  though.    At 
fSL^^  K  ^     '"  fy  experience-when,  as  it  were, 
fraternity  has  served  its  purpose.    Then  I  used  to 
cnb  poems  out  of  Keats  and  Byron  and  L.  E.  L..  and 
change  them  about  a  bit  to  fit  the  "  dear  sister  "  dodee 
And  It  worked  first  rate.    Nobody  ever  found  me  out." 
And    they   asked  no   questions,  because  it  was  all 
so  dreadful  mysterious  and  romantic,  and  made  their 
httle  hearts   go   pit-a-pat   to    have   such   a   poetic 
brother.    I  was  glad  they  did  not  ask  me  what  I  meant 
because  I  never  knew  in  the  least  myself. 
However,  this  by  the  way  of  it. 
It  was  first  class  to  have  Elsie  right  in  the  house 

and  a  whole  shelf-full  of  poetry  down  in  the  parlou; 

cupboard,  which  father  had  taken  over  as  part  pay- 

^rl^l  k'/  ^^.  ^!^^-  ^^"  ^'^^  '""St  have  be^  a 
pretty  bad  one  mdeed  for  father  to  do  such  a  thing. 
I  thmk  he  meant  some  day  to  give  them  to  the  village 
library  at  Breckonside.  but  always  put  it  off 

v^^^^^TJ^-^  ^'""^y  ''^^  ^'  ^  ^°^e  ^  an  orchard 
Z^.u       f      ''^  wondered  why  I  had  never  shown 

Sm  1  *^"i^  ^  ^^^'  ^'  ^*  '"^°«^-  I  <^o"ld  easily  have 
told  her  the  reason,  but  didn't. 

I  had  not  found  the  shelf  of  poetry  then,  which  father 
always  kept  locked.  Besides.  I  did  not  want  to  muss 
bfautifta  ^   y°"°g   instincts,    which   were   sprouting 

This  was  all  very  well,  but  the  end  of  the  Christmas 
hohdays  was  approaching,  when  Elsie  would  need  to 
go  back  to  her  teaching  at  Mr.  Mustard's.      I  did 
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not  like  to  think  about  that.  For  not  only  would  Elsie 
have  to  go  back  to  the  little  Bridge  End  house  where 
Nance  Edgar  lived,  but  I  should  have  the  whole  care 
of  my  mother,  which  was  no  light  matter. 

And  so  I  would  have  had ;  but  one  day  old  Mre. 
Caleb  Fergusson  arrived.  She  had  known  mother 
from  the  time  they  were  little  girls  together,  and  my 
mother  called  her  Susy.  And  when  she  had  heard  all 
about  the  uselessness  of  Grace  Rigley,  our  maid-of- 
all-work,  who,  really,  said  my  mother,  "  was  so  hand- 
less  that  she  dropped  everything— worse  than  a  man- 
body  in  a  house  !— and  dirty  !— and  not  to  be  trusted 
to  rise  in  the  morning !— and  no  washer,  bless  you  ! 
But  oh,  the  trouble  o'  servant  lassies  in  the  country  ! 
Certes,  it's  enough  to  turn  your  hair  grey  !  And  grey 
mine  would  have  been  but  that  I  ken  my  poor  good- 
man  is  coming  back,  and  it  would  never  do  for  him  to 
find  me  worn  lookin'  and  aged  like !  " 

And  mother  tried  her  best  to  smile.  And  I  was  as 
sorry  as  if  it  had  all  been  my  fault,  just  to  see  her. 
Well,  there  was  nothing  but  talk  of  this  kind  between 
Mistress  Caleb  Fergusson  from  the  Common  Farm  and 
my  mother.  And  I  thought  they  were  settled  for 
hours,  as  comfortable  as  two  old  hens  chunnering 
among  the  warm  dust  by  a  bankside.  So,  as  I  got 
pretty  tired  of  such  talk,  I  sneaked  out,  and  made  a 
pretence  to  look  at  the  firm's  books—though  John 
Brown,  our  cashier,  knew  all  about  them  a  thousand 
times  better  than  I  did.  From  there  I  stepped  over 
to  the  packing  and  despatching  department,  where  I 
put  off  the  best  part  of  an  hour. 

For  though  I  can  stand  the  steady  clitter-clatter  of 
old  folks'  tongues  for  a  good  while  in  the  dark— when 
I  can  sit  near  Elsie  and,  if  she  will  let  me  (as  a  brother) 
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hold  her  hand-it  takes  me  all  I  know  to  n,,f  i„  * 

and  her  Se^'TSSe'        '"°"""  "'  ^"«  "^"^ 
I,  J^^  T*!  '"'™8'  y^'  fi'  to  break  her  heart     Sh. 

couldn't  think  whatTt^^^v""?**''"^'"'-    I 
out,  and  now-thuf  ^  *"'"'°°"  *'''°  '  *»* 

the  tears  simolv  rolKn«,  ^  r     ^  *"®  *"°®'  ^^ 

that  a^l  hysuSfTL."^'    ^""^"'  ^^^  t,«fore 

rose,  and  they  put  it  in  the  BorJ^j/IZ       ,     ^**®' 
the  extraordhaiy  d^c^s^^'^rj'^j,^^^ 
gooseberry         ^  ^^  ^^  ^*3«^  Finn's  big 

*of  rt!  *rr  LTun"t»'™' ''°"'  ^™  '^^  -^  -«> 
R,^*".?;  ^?'"  '  '*'''•  "  t«a  me  what  is  the  matter  >  " 

But  an  in  vain.    I  .u,^tr^';:ZtlZ. 
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I  offered  her  mine,  but  as  I  had  used  it  some  time  for 
a  penwiper,  for  easmg  up  the  hds  of  tar  barrels,  for 
nuttmg  under  my  knee  when  setting  rat  traps,  and 
getting  game  out  afterwards,  perhaps  it  was  as  weU 
she  did  not  accept. 

*u^"L^  P^*  ^*  *^  yo"'  if  she  need  have  thrown  it  on 
the  office  carpet  and  stamped  on  it.  But  I  was  of  a 
forgiving  nature.  I  only  said.  "  Dear  sister,  tell  me- 
do  tell  me— all  about  it  ?  " 

.  ,^^^.L*"®,^  ^"^  remember  some  poetry  ;  but  that  was 
JoUy  difficult  without  the  book.    Besides,  you  can't 
remember  the  changes  you  have  made  to  suit  the  brother 
and  sister  business,  and  it  won't  run  smooth  a  bit 
However,  Elsie  saved  me  trouble  by  saying  :  "  None 
of  that,  if  you  please.  Mr.  Joseph  Yarrow !    Here 
are  your  poems.    They  may  come  in  handy  for  the 
young  ladies  who  are  coming  to  look  after  your  mother 
I  have  heard  all  about  it-Miss  Harriet  Caw  and  Miss 
Constantia     You  can  be  their  brother  as  much  as 
ever  you  hke,  and  use  all  the  poems  over  again  for  all 
I  care  I  ° 

And  with  that  she  threw  the  "  poems  "  right  in  my 
face,  and  was  out  of  the  door  before  I  could  shut  my 
mouth  wbich  was  fairly  gasping  with  astonishment- 
hke  a  fish  s  just  out  of  the  water.  And  so  would  yours 
to  have  all  that  happen  when  you  have  only  been  out 
of  doors  putting  off  time  tUl  Elsie  would  come  down 
to  the  kitchen  to  get  mother's  beef-tea  from  Grace 
Kigley  at  ten-past  eleven  ! 

But  there  was  no  brother-and-sistering  in  the  comer 
of  tiie  stairway  that  day,  waiting  for  grandfather's 
clock  to  stnke  twenty-four.  I  simply  stood  and  gaped, 
l-or  I  had  not,  on  my  honour,  the  least  idea  what  it 
was  aU  about.    I  knew,  of  course,  that  when  girls  or 
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1  did  not  go  after  Elsie.  Because— fitvf  t  i, 
was  better  to  let  her  settle  ^hi^  7.  ^  ^^^  ** 
I  could  not  Ro  racL  tf.  \  *^^'  ^°^^  *^^n  t^at. 
street;  ^nl'^lfyJutrl  ^^  ""^'^  **^^  ^^^«« 
that  I  would  have  mindpH^?  T^  '"'^*^""  ^^^g-  Not 
two  first  reasons  S  k  \*  '.°  f  "'^'  ^^^^^P*  ^^^  the 
with  her/Tt'as  .^;r'^it'f"'f^^^ 

TU  two  old  ikdies  weT^ittin^"    "P-,*°  '"'• 
It, was  my  mother  who  spok"' "  "^'^  "^  P^^^^^^^' 

teaching.  I  see^nlthrg^rittuVthlt^r^^'  !?  '^^ 
daughters  should  come  W  in  k  f  ^^^''^  ^^^'^ 
house  this,  and  a  lonely  ^^^^  ^*f -*>ig 

Eisie  is  far  from  well     F«r?    '„  JT*^  ^^''^y^'  ^  *hink 

everything  t^Kd  o^^t^  h?tl'::iSor  ^^^"^^^ 
a  word  or  even  savinc  i,«      i        ?  without  answerine 

that  I  was'^^u'S'^e^'S^  *'  ^""^  "^  *»  "- 

she  had  wings  I  am  rf„^,  ?v  *  ''""^'  ^  'a^«  as  if 
thing  uSne  - W  E^"^e*^*  "•»«  r^*  **  ^'»«- 
after  her  minnie  th^f.^  „«  ^"^  ^'"  "^y  «^' 
the  Kit  oWK.  1      •  '^  »«  wi'  a  Eodjer  man.    Eh 

castle,  but  IkokSmt'^,  u    *  '^■''='^'  "»"  "'  New- 
wad  iae  llZ^:T^'ii^r.  '^  "^'^ """  ^'^ 

c^X^TJ  Zi^Tr"^ '"  '■^™  Ei^-  '>^- 

en  oy  my  mother.  I  explamed  how  that  Elsie 
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had  been  compelled  to  go  back  to  Mr.  Mustard's,  and 
how  rather  than  grieve  her  with  a  formal  parting  she 
had  chosen  to  go  off  alone.  ^' 

"  Jhl^f  Pi'"""*^?'"  ^  ^id-hypocritically.  I  own  it 

Zrr^^w  T  Z^  ^^^'^  *^^*  y°"  ^°^d  be  for  offering 
somethmg  for  her  work."  ** 

"  And.  indeed,"  said  my  mother,  "  what  for  not  ?  I 
had  as  muckle  in  my  mind.  Who  deserves  it  better 
after  all  that  she  has  done  for  me  ?  " 

T  P' mT,?  ^"f  'P^"*'  ^'^^  ^t  ^^s  necessary  that 
1  should  hold  mother's  manifestation  of  affection  well 
m  leash  also,  or  she  was  quite  capable  of  putting  on  her 

^nnM  h""^  f  "^5  "^  '"  '^'  ^"^^^  End-where  she 
would  have  heard  another  story  from  Elsie. 

f  '.u      u  '^^  ^^  ^  ^^^  affection  for  you.    And  if 
she  thought  you  expected  her  to  take  siller  for  her  work 
here-it  would  hurt  her  sore.    She  did  it  for  love." 
I  doubt  It  not."  said  Mistress  Caleb,  a  Uttle  dry 

a^d  so  wiU  Meysie  Caw's  baims  do  the  like.  They 
^  do  aU  that  Elsie  Stennis  did,  and  as  ye  say,  Sfr^ 
Joseph,  all  for  love-whilk  is  a  silly  word  to  use.  They 
are  brave  workers,  both  of  them  ;  and  it  wiU  be  more 
fittmg  to  have  two  young  lassies  in  a  house  than  one." 

"  ^"""^"^  u  *^?*;  u  ^  '"^^'  ^'"^^^g  "P  ^t  once, 
more  workT"  '''"'  "  *''^  "^  *^  ^^^^  *°  ^° 

I  knew  veijy  well  that  this  was  not  what  she  meant, 
but  I  was  obhged  to  be  content ;  for  Susan  Fergusson 
of  the  Cormnon  Farm  was  far  more  subtle  in  her  talk 
than  any  laddie  of  eighteen. 

J'f^i  T'"  '^n"^^"*  °"'  "  I  ^  be  takin'  my  road. 
Master  Joe  here  will  convoy  me  a  bit.    The  twa  lassies 
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^^i^T.^'i^]^""^^-    ^"^  -  ^  that 

th,  „=.      .    *«  Hayfork  Parson  would  have  called 
the  natural,  doubWealing.  deceitful  heart  of  ™^ 
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CHAPTL  ii  XXI 

A  JACKDAW'S  TAIL  FEATHER 

/^NE  of  the  first  mornings  after  the  coming  of  the 
V^  Caw  girls-just  as  we  were  all  sitting  late  over 
our  breakfast,  having  waited  for  Constantia  (Harriet 
was  always  on  wing  with  the  lark)-Grace  Rigley  came 
up  the  back  stairs,  shuffling  her  feet  and  rubbing  her 
nose  with  her  apron  for  manners,  and  told  my  mother 
that  there  was  a  gamekeeper  man  who  was  very  anxious 
to  see  her  down  in  the  kitchen. 

"  Go,  Joseph  !  "  said  my  mother.  "See  what  he  wants. 
I  ^not  be  fashed  with  such  things  at  such  a  time." 
bhe  had  been  listening  to  Harriet's  hvely  lisp  and 
nmrncry  of  Constantia's  many  aspirants.  But  that 
did  not  matter.  I  went  down,  and  there,  sitting  on  the 
edge  of  a  chair-he  had  evidently  just  sat  down-was 
mer  Kemp,  the  gamekeeper  at  Rushworth  Court 
where  iny  father  had  been  so  long  building  greenhouse^ 
and  domg  other  contracting  jobs. 

"  Hello,  Peter  Kemp  !  "  I  said.  "  What  brings  you 
here  so  early  in  the  morning  ?  " 

The  man  seemed  a  Httle  bit  scared ;   but  whether 
because  of  his  errand,  or  because  I  had  come  in  at  an 
inopportune  time,  or  just  that  he  felt  a  httle  awkward 
I  cannot  say.  ' 

•'  Why.  this.  Master  Joe  !  "  he  said,  holding  out  some- 
thmg  that  looked  like  a  rook's  feather,  but  smaller 
and  with  a  thicker  quick. 

vn 
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had  evidently  been  removed  tefore  a^d'».?!  l'"f 
cunously  a.  it  the  gamekeeper  «?d_      "  '  '«"«^ 

the  LtbS:«  "''*"  J"*-    ^o"  '«•  I  had  never  seen 

Ya;.^;tX«^e'^tha^7'''r  '"  "'o™  M-- 
assaulted,  cTrried^'  '"?'  ''r  ^"'^^   >■»    been 

^ignpap...    re^^'n'oHSiJ'-!!"??^'"""'" 

worth ';:fk^'*  ^-  ^«*-  ?•■  I  asked  Of  the  Rush- 
sudd'entsl'"pri;J^"    (J*  r  ^r "0-  «**  ""at 

o«  the  tail  of  a  jadcdaw  wS;,  r      *?.*•'       '  8°*  '»" 
iwks  up  at  our  old  eU^l  h  ^k  "TI,  *'™"'"'  <>"*  "«"> 

i»de5!V':^^\°J\i^-'»'-ther,-Isaid;for. 
Peter  Kemp  scratched  his  head. 
"0.  Joe,  It  ain't,"  he  said  •  ••  =„j  *i.  ^ 
wonder  mvself     If .  .      , .     '.     *°°  ***  "ade  me 
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the  taU  of  a  comet.    Perhaps  it  was  that  which 
""?5fr^!^;.  IJ  sort^ oTdrew  th"t 


made 


WeU,"  I  told  Peter,  "  that 


s  a  messt..  e  from 


my 


th^A'  "°'.J°«>"  he  answered  slowly.    "  You  sm 
there     A,?"™"'-  """•"  ™«'"  '■='^"'  =»■»«  ^o™^!^ 

tail  L^tJs:  'u"ty'tz''j:^^x:'iZn 

o.^»oTeUrK*-t^t-r^^^ 

t1S4'  T.e^^t^-^-1^if 
grated  on  me.  I  can't  teU^v  f^'  In  ^^^ 
-son  to  know  that  «y"^;^' JivTldlp^ 
ently,  m  no  mmiediate  danger  ^^ 

the  place-especiaUy  af.e.  hooking  dow„^h~Lk 
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^  f^r'r^',^.'^ :^'  ^-^  thing  Which 

JMt  beyond  the  tu™  3li^  .    ."^  "«ht  in  the  way. 

for  I  knewhe  woSe^f fiv"i  'Jf*"  f ' ''"  «-*"d 
her  monungTCn     S^t^t^.?'""*^r<'P^«Ebie 

•he  didn't  s4mT^n,;"t!?,'  'T''  *.'''"«  *»*  *hat 
by.  reading  o"  oH^kl^L^'^r""'*  havepa»ed 
•top  at  a  station  ButY^J^  t*'^  'h»«  d«»'t 
taking  the  Zit    -.  l',"*?^  "«"  »hm  in  front,  and 

after4riLl  ^routT  .'•'if,  "  ""i"''-"  »he  \aid 
Peter  the  gaLek^",'  had  fethS'^K  *"P  *•"'" 
q"il<-  I  h^  the  ouin  t^  ■  ^  •'"  '"'  »^kdaWs 
ca«  she  should'''Jj„'::;»  »"  '"""  •»*"■  » 

■ike  ^t*:^^?-  ;„^,  t 'he  ;  outs  •  wi.n  me  you 

wittut'  wh^r^/"«  '  '»"«  »^  >^that 
kind,  her  iS^^dc^^n  Z'""  "'^  **"*"*  <"  *at 

"  Where  4d ^^^,"2,^  .?*£«•  »d,^'  «ad  "• 
don.  myseB  fr^„  fetTL„t  t1  llJi  t '  ""^ 
about  it-everything  there^^o^ll      °^  ^  ^ 
too.    For  I  knew  sh,  .Tr        ,       '"•  *"^  smartly, 

oM  Mustardfw^t  ^n,"!^  "^'t  i  *'  ^'""''l  have 
after  us.  This^L  !^'!,f.r'^^°™  *he  lane 
the^omer  XX    8"^<«*«her's  dock,  pu».in- 

al^t'^'^"j„*rLr1  f^'  """^  ^«»«»hered 
«™klcd  tebr"w  ^d  t^^h  "ru^*  «*'■''•  ""t  just 
was  death  on  ZL2  B^^t  **'  "  «°^  ™«-  She 
I  was  a  fool  to  hS^d  i  s™/  T?  "'^*  ""^  ■"»**. 
an.  no^generally  iakt  L^C.Iir  '^*''"  '^^^  ' 
kml  h^bior""""  "^°°'  °^-  "hich  Elsie  had 
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drlin^  l»r*"  ^°"'  ^  "^""'^  *»^^«  another  turn  at  that 

uicinorpe.    sftc  said  ;      and  hkewise  take  m  look  «♦ 
the  m»,«»,  „hich  w.  saw  Mr.  S..™is  g^  doJntom 

I  told  Elsie  that  I  had  no  stomach  for  goine  alone 

rc*M;:.z„  to'^o'^yrr-'"''  "°*'  ■"■^ 

mt  kl  h^  •  \  ^  5°'  ''"°* :  •»■*  she  suddenly  put 
1  wiu  come  on  Saturday.    There  I  '■ 

fattn?h  ^      P"?""*'  *"''  ^e  hope  of  finding  my 

m"d'rts''^rrid- """  ■*' "  p*'""  *"*■»-» 

■•  Tlat  for  old  Mustard  !    Wait  tiU  Saturday  I  " 

nottu^LIJtK  *1'i^''*"  '^'  '-  the  moment  .0  say 

nlTdl?foX\":i!r*'''"y-'her.     indeed! 

rtter  Kemp  on  my  way  up  the  viUage 
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iS^uufh.!??  *"  "^^y-    ««  ^"J  «h»«  nobody  knew 

than  just  averse     He    '  ""'  "yfafter  more 

you  sL.  BuTTlike? to  Zt^T.""'  """*  **"■=<>• 
ready.  And,  abo™  all  i  ;^  l?™,*'  ^°"g  »"d 
comtog  back  aXS  Ahtt7  ' '"k"'  f ""'  °'  "'' 
in  good  order,  with  thrh!.*:  cote  Xh^T""^ 
our  good  cashier  in  ♦!..  a  "''•  "'  Jonn  Brown, 
in  tl^^d         •        *°  "*'=*•  *"'^  Bob  Kingsman 

people  cln  tK-  unlX  tv""  N„  °'  rP^"'"'"- 
see  any  difference  Z«u    T  ,1         '  '  "°™'  '"""^ 

moneyVoughalfermy  Aet  VL"*"*:  i  '"* 
or  got  caught  at  the  cupSThad/h  ""t'^'"-. 
an  unlucky  day  whetheVl^l,,^  f  headache,  was 
or  Fridav     A^^  5     !"     >'  happened  to  be  Monday 

crib  reargthaf^'i  ^ZV^^^"-':^:  ^".'^ 

-r-«--"^rc*°rSeni^- 

prov::^'tobf„S:r'i?;'''  T;"^  Pn-^ay.  Which 
particular,  for  so  long.  generaJ,  and  me  m 
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Somehow  I  made  sure  that  Elsie  would  be  looking 
out  for  me  at  the  same  comer  of  the  road  on  Friday 
mommg,  just  where  I  had  met  her  the  day  before 
At  any  rate,  I  did  not  doubt  but  that  she  would  have 
It  m  her  head.  And  I  was  such  a  fool  that  it  pleased 
me,  Uke  a  cat  stroked  on  the  back,  to  think  that  Elsie 
was  thinking  about  me. 

It  was  all  right  having  Harriet  and  Constantia  in 
the  house,  though.  And  not  at  all  Uke  what  Elsie 
had  feared.  They  were  really  very  good  to  mother. 
And  riamet  bemg  always  merry,  and  Constantia  all  the 
time  wanting  things  done  for  her,  it  was  good  for 
mother,  and  took  her  mind  more  off  her  trouble. 

Br^ides,  you  can't  really  keep  on  being  angry  ^th  a 
pair  of  pretty  girls  about  a  house.    They  brighten 
things  wonderfully.     The  very  sight  of   them  does, 
and  you  can't  help  it.    And  though  both  of  them 
together  were  not  worth  an  Elsie,  nor  half  so  pretty 
yet  they  laughed  more,  and  being  town  girls,  of  course 
they  had  any  amount  of  nice  dresses,  pretty  blouses 
belts  for  the  waist,  and  lace  for  their  necks ;    while 
Elsie  had  just  a  white  turn-over  collar  Uke  a  boy  and 
a  broad  brown  leather  belt  for  her  blue  serge  dress 
I  gave  her  that  belt,  and  she  always  wore  blue  serge 
because  she  said  that,  with  good  brushing,  she  could 
make  a  not  Sunday  dress  look  almost  like  a  Sunday  one 
Well,  as  I  say,  of  coune  all  the  Caws  that  ever  were 
could  never  be  like  Elsie.    But  still  it  is  a  wonder  and 
a  marvel  to  me  to  think  how  much  I  Hked.  having  them 
m  the  house.    Harriet  was  as  merry  as  a  grif/  whatever 
that  may  be  ;  they  don't  live  in  our  pPiis—Ind  pretty, 
too,  with  a  piquant  expression  thai  '.vas  never  twice 
the  same.    She  always  looked  as  if  she  were  going  to 
cheek  you.    And  that  interested  you,  because,  not 
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she  would  have  eot  i«™hT"         ^^  ''*''  **"  *  ^. 
And  then  SlC?"^™^  "">  fr«l«»t. 

«y"  1^1,  and  the  " chin-on-elbo^'..^l*^'u,?°™- 
Cmderella.    But  rr.nc*,„*-        ™   .     g>W— that  was 

thenine^„„^ho,efrheT*ess"S,/i"?^  '^'^  *° 
even  where  her  waiTt  rL.  1^'     1"°*  *  ''^  ■>«  ">« 

Miss  Ffcp  fr^  R^p  „r «  ^x ,  °Lt  T  ? 

ten  you  I  How  eveA,body  sti^  ^ ;  th  VT"''''  ' 
seen  a  girl  with  cu^  Md  bfe  ™«  tL?7l^°'''" 

^'^dee^r  ^7  •  ,  "^y  cS^^hlX - 
on^u.^  On«  it  1^ , "°  ?"™  "  herhandk^ef 
the  »r^i  „S  t  td°"  '  ""^  ""'^  '^"  -"der 

eyes.  too-Ji^hTt^f^e  to  noi"^**  ""^  "'^«y" 
men  calliiur  too-3r  h!  ^•,.  ™*"'  "«*  8«'«'e- 

was  quite  ioUv  ZutT  =k  ***"•  '™'  Han^et 

bntkVlaSnSeto?  "ZL'^t""  »y' 

for  thinking%bolt  £^1^.1  m^^lfw^lr '«tS 
have  got  a  fellow  to  liir»  »,^,  •  *•  ^  latiier,  she  would 
sort.  Bni^';Zf^^"'^{^,^r^*^-^t 
rather  took  to  Constant^  ^L  **  *'™  ^« 

is  I'^i^J.^  *"  JtM"  f  es  »d  dislikes 
it  onceT^And  he  let  on  th^^h  «■■•  Ablethon»  about 
it ;  but  when  I  Lkli  ^     .   ""^  ™>derstood  aU  about 

wi  toJX  tte  ^w.  '°  *?'*^'  ^  ^^  «hat  he 
wuiiu  oy  tne     professional  secret  " 

Which  was  all  right,  as  a  way  oY^rt W  out  of  i* 

But  as  for  understanding  about'girlsf ^Twttl:, 
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Wee  and  don't,  that  was  more  than  a  bit  of  a  stretcher 
If  one  may  say  such  a  thing  of  a  parson. 

WeU,  on  Friday  morning,  as  I  was  coming  down  from 
my  room,  ready  to  go  out  and  meet  Elsie,  just  at  the 
coma:  where  stood  the  clock-which,  as  the  books 
say,  has  been  previously  referred  to  in  these  memotts— 
I  came  on  Harriet  rigged  out  in  the  smartest  Uttle 
dustmg  <L-es&-the  kind  of  thing  that  costs  three  shU- 
Imgs  to  buy  and  three  pounds  to  make.  She  had  her 
sleeves  rolled  up,  because  her  arms  were  dimply,  and 
she  was  sweeping  crumbs  into  a  dustpan.  There  had 
not  been  a  crumb  in  that  spot  to  my  knowledge  for 
ten  years,  but  that  made  no  matter.  She  was  just 
tattermglypretty—yes,  and  smart.  I  like  that  sort  of 
girl,  nearly  as  much  as  I  dislike  a  loll-about,  siesta-with- 
ten-cushions-and-a-spaniel  girl— I  mean  Constantia. 

Well,  up  jumps  Harriet  from  her  knees-quite  taken 
aback  she  was— and  makes  beUeve  to  roll  down  her 
sleeves ;   but  with  a  dustpan  and  a  crumb-brush   of 
course  you  can't.    And  so  she  said— 
"  Do  them  for  me." 

And  what  was  a  fellow  to  do  ?    He  can't  say  "  No  " 
and  look  a  fool— feel  one,  too  !    So  I  up  and  did  it-l 
roUed  the  sleeves  both  down,  stew  movement,  and 
shd  m  the  buttons  careful— at  least,  I  thought  so. 
But  not,  as  it  seemed,  careful  enough  for  Harriet.    For 
m  getting  the  second  button  at  the  wrist  through  the 
buttonhole  I  took  up  a  bit  of  the  skin,  and  then,  if 
you  please,  there  was  a  hullabaloo.      You  never  did 
see  I    I  expected  mother  or  Constantia  every  minute 
Harriet  pretended  that  it  hurt,  and  that  I  had  done  it 
on  purpose.    Silly!    If  I  had  wanted  to  do  anything 
to  her  on  purpose,  it  wouldn't  have  been  a  fboty  Kttle 
thing  like  that.    Oh,  no  1    I'd  have  given  her  some- 
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thing  to  remember  me  bv.    But  ■♦  «».    n  .v 

to  Harriet,  and,  if  you  ^  l^i'^JT'^  **  "™ 

be  satisii«i  tin  I  had  '^rbS  '  **  "^"^  "^ 

Just  thmk  what  an  ass  IW,kId  l  i  hm  u 
bit  to  do  it-indeed  I^=  .J  '  *"^  *  "»"«  a 
get  rid  of  her.T^'i  Zt  ^Z^if  '"*"  ^"'-  *» 
only  she  bent  down  InTkiJ^J  T  ""l""  ''*^' 
that  it  was  all  right  now  ^  •  !'  1°°'  *'^I»Wg 
POP^  her  head'"er"°^e  ^t^  ^Ts."^"'"'^ 
M-l^  you  two  I    Very  pretty,  ind«d  r   ' 

twXps^rtL'^\tr^-— « 

if  nobody  s^,  ^  v^u  ha?n„t  '"'"^.t°  "T  »bout, 
mother  ^.  ,  Sth^fo^*  "%„??'  ^f*^  '^* 
and  by  that  Consta^tu!  I  MevS^  1?k' S"?"' 
watching  from  the  berinn  „.  .r"'^ed  she  had  been 
her^utin-aSot^r^t^"-*y-fl''PPy.'.ang. 

Wor«  than  aU,  she  made  mf^V.  If^T ' 
mommg,  for  I  saw  her  boot  tracfa^Th.  ^"^^ 

as  I  got  to  our  com«-  V 1  j  J^  ?. ""  ^''*'  as  soon 
on  bl  bo^ts,  «™to1w  c*?"*  fi^'^f  dia-rubber  heels 
her  drier,  bu'tl  1^™':^^!*'*  *^'  ^  "q.t 
*'-*^«'^Harriet''?rw:fhl*'lX.*^"°^« 

rily  ?  It  was  contra.?ri>CatL'^„T  '""'~^- 
principles.  So  I  resSved  t w  ?  ff*  *8*^*  "V 
about  my  butto^HS'slLr^  ""'.^f  ^ 
thing.  My  great  aL  in  We  hS^^a^^if"^- 
peace  of  mind.  Beside  i  /i^^-Z^u-  ,  ^  ^^  ^^«  ^ 
tak«.  my  «.pla^f  i'^^"  !^  *» -»"  have 
thmgs  that  Ekie  doesn't  ^T.^lo  uS^Cd""' 


CHAPTER   XXII 
ELSIE'S  DIARY 

{Written  in  her  Ftench  Exetcise  Book  by  Miss  Elsie 

Stennis.) 

I  LEFT  home  on  Friday  morning  at  about  the 
usual  time— perhaps  five  minutes  sooner.  It 
was  a  fine  morning— wintry,  bright,  just  enough  snow 
underfoot  to  crisp  the  road,  and  enough  tingle  in  the 
air  to  make  the  buds  of  the  willows  glitter  with  rime. 

I  was  reading  as  I  walked.  I  always  do  on  my  way  to 
school,  having  learned  when  quite  a  girl.  It  gets  over 
the  road.  Besides,  if  you  don't  want  particularly  to 
see  any  one — ^that  is  a  reason. 

Not  that  I  was  expecting  to  see  anybody— least  of 
all  Joe  Yarrow.  He  had  his  "  Caws  '  '—let  him  be  con- 
tent. That  was  what  I  was  saying  to  myself.  But 
just  at  the  comer  where  there  is  a  square  inset— or 
outset— in  which  they  crack  stones  with  a  hammer  to 
mend  the  bad  places,  I  slackened  a  little.  There  was 
such  an  interesting  piece  in  the  French  grammar— all 
about  the  rules  for  the  conversational  use  of  "  en  " 
and  "  y  "—that  I  went  a  bit  slower,  just  to  make  it 
out.    The  sense  was  difl&cult  to  follow,  you  know. 

Besides,  I  heard  a  noise  like  the  soimd  of  footsteps 
bdiind  me.  I  knew  that  i*  could  only  be  that  donkey 
Joe,  broke  loose  from  his  rookery ;  so,  of  course,  I  did 

in 
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out  I  heard  a  voice  whi-i,  i .         . 
not  Joe's,  caltag^^*'"'*  ^  i"'*  ^  a  minute  was 

^Stennisl    MissStenmsl" 

Apt'  "Yor„e!S'sa^J*%«"«  »-  ""ey  caU 
She  looked  like  a  XttS  t?**^  "  '"^  *o»»- 
good  family.  livim^etiv  anT^"*'  ?  '°'"«  <>™  »' 
She  had  a  blacklr^&ell^r"'  "  '^°'"^- 
of  an  old  fashion.  c^uX^!f '  "  *^'  "J^te  real- 
«e  at  hydropathiSw'^t^   "?  """^  «>  than  you 
solitary  ladies'^eom?  for  th,        ^'^  *"  *Woh  old 
ttj^r  infirmities  ^  ^  ^^^7 1*"^  "- 
Clifton  one  with  mother-^h.  i  *"  °"oe  at  the 

Wood  Green  I     Bmi  ;;^'  S    °«  '^"^  "''"«  "^^^ing 
better  than  OmJJ^Z    ."^^^  ««*  timS 
telling  about  it^ho^r/^^-    V'«"y  oan't  help 
know.    I  used  to  tW   .k         '™**"«  "y  Paper.  I 
the  world  than  to  ^Lot?  !r."<"*^  '^^  to 

taking  the  trouWet?fatento7f.*l''"'»*«-  "««•■« 
to  each  other-^i^*t°!^!i:-'~*"ringaway 

other's  head.    One  wo^l^.T*  ^?  "ods  of  each 

"*  I-eague  at  h^Z^^^T^J^^  "-e  Prim- 

other-the  leaded  ^.S^a^r^r"'"''  »<>  *« 
South  Nigeria,  as  iS^^^i^",  "*f»al  state  of 

grandson  had  not  seenln  onb.n^^  ?*  **"  *»'  h" 
years !  ^°  ""  ordamed  clergyman  for  four 

ttoi^mf  dlii',*  tS'^jrj™'^ °"  ""»' »«  "y  this 

to  a  Christian    o™t^  ^^^fl""*  *°  "«  '^'^^d 

"  No,  indeed,"  SrSd^f^.?'  ^?  "'  '^'and  I  " 

agreed  the  other,  who  had  not  heard 
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a  word.  Of  course,  it  was  aU  the  doing  of  that  Glad- 
stone Even  one  of  the  lecturers  who  came  to  speak 
to  us.  he  was  all  for  work  among  the  lower  classes  As 
If  we  could  admit  the  like  of  them  into  our  League- 
people  who  have  strikes,  wear  red  ties,  and  read^ial- 

t^TI!  '  ^"^y'  ^^'  '^  ^^  expecting  too  much, 
though  he  was  an  archbishop's  son ! " 

"  Y^ ;  and  my  grandson  wrote  home  for  books  to 

™t;f°  ^*v"l?*  ^y  ^  *"""^'  ^  °ffi^«^  °°  a  river 
gunboat-I  thmk  his  name  was  Judson.    His  life  has 

been  wntten  by  somebody  whose  books  I  don't  con- 

t'oLr^r*?.l,'^°'J^^-  And  so  I  went  down 
to  the  Curates  Aid  and  got  a  list  of  everything  likely 

^  .  ^l^''^  *°  °°^  "^^^  ^°^  ^°^  years  hadteen  de 
void  of  all  means  of  grace.    But  I  fear  they  never 

r^hed  my  poor  James.  For  when  he  came  home,  and 
I  asked  him  about  them,  he  did  not  seem  ever  to  have 
read  any  of  them.  But  I  dare  say  it  was  that  Jud- 
son's  fault.  With  these  naval  officer  men  you  nev^ 
can  teU  I  dare  say  the  sailors  divided  them  up 
among  themselves  on  the  voyage  out ! " 

wl^^'^^'V^*  ^^!  "^^  "^^^^^  ^^'  of  course,  to 
keep  our  League  select.    No  one  veiy  swell,  but  weU 

connected,  and  all  most  careful  about  appearances " 

And  my  grandson  in  Nigeria  brought  home  a  lot 
of  crocoihles  and  a  rare  postage  stamp,  or  a  rare  cro- 
^  T^  °*  °/  P^*^^  stamps-I  am  not  sure  which. 
kZwK  •  ^°"^^  °°*  »^^^«  it-  I  said  he  could  not 
keep  both  m  my  house.  He  must  give  either  to  the 
Zoo.    But  I  don't  know " 

i*  ^^  ^  -f :,  ^*  "^^  ^"°'  "^^  "°^  I  ^^  to  remember 
rt  tho^h  It  does  fill  up  the  pages  of  my  note-book  even 
wnen  1  am  witing  very  smaU.  Still,  it  is  always 
somethmg  to  do.  ""wnys 
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Well,  Miss  Orrin  was  dressed  iii«f  uv^  *u 
hydropathickers     OniT,  ZT^  ^      ,       ^^^  *"cient 
rfpm,^  ""^y*  ^^^  ^^  as  alert  as  a  fox  and  as 

demure  as  a  mouse,  in  spite  of  being  in  aldnd  of  m^rf 
intt  wifh  a  K{»  i^*         ?!.         »''-*"5  ui  <t  jona  oi  mourn- 

sthrrZfw  "  *'*y-y'«-<"d  tombstone     sttS 
Mc  s^l^  "' ""'^'ents  about  her,  aU  cut  into  sy^ 

hS  Iik1?S'tl,  H     ^V""^"!  *i*  a  clitter<Iat?^, 
But,  withal,  she  had  such  a  erave  air  *!,=»  r 

o^thought  of  houghing.  Minpi;::L":^'„7: 

well^STthf hf''- "  '  """"y-  have  not  been 
eu  received  at  the  house  of  your  nearest  relative     I 

^^^'^  ,r"\'^  "•'  W-continued  iS^e 
L JT    ^t*".  ""*  *°  yo"  "»*«  and  you^ 

^  has -brought  ^Ct'lkZ'S^'^T.M 

w^e  t*r^fi!f  *  rt  ""  """'"'  »  countenance  as  it 
were  trMsfigured.    It  was  the  first  gUmpse  of  her  for 

But  what  do  you  wish  me  to  do?  "I  asked  knnw 
»g_weU  that  she  wouldnot  seek  me  withoS^a  pu^" 

Your  grandfather,  Mr.  Howard  Stennis,  is  dZ^' 
she  said  solemnly.    "  He  has  had  a  stroke  and^av 

him.    They«iveno"e'%TL^,;f:„'^J°^t 
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out  constantly  that  he  cannot  die  without  seeing  you 
And  you  must  come  instanUy.  I  am  here  to  beseech 
you.  Behold  in  me  the  spirit  of  a  father  pleading 
for  a  daughter's  forgiveness." 

She  seized  me  by  the  arm.    In  a  sudden  access  of 
terror    I  wrenched  myself  free,  and  instantly  Miss 
Omn  began  to  sob.    She  sank  on  her  knees  before  me. 
I  know  I  have  no  right  to  ask,"  she  said.    "  You 
have  been  shamefully  treated,  and  have  no  need  to 
forgive.    But  as  you  hope  for  pardon  yourself,  hasten 
and  come  to  your  grandfather,  that  he  may  hear  you 
pardon  him  before  he  dies.    If  not,  the  sm  of  his 
uneasy  spirit  will  be  upon  your  head  !    Besides  "— 
her  voice  dropped  to  a  whisper—"  there  is  something 
that  he  wishes  to  confess  to  you  concerning  your 
mother.    It  is  on  his  conscience.    He  cannot  die 
without    telling    you.    Come— come !    By    the    for- 
giveness you  hope  for  yourself,  or  for  those  dear  to 
you,  I  bid  you  come  !  " 

I  Ufted  her  up,  and  obeying  a  sudden  impulse,  I 
turned  with  her  down  the  lane  which  led  from  the 
comer  where  she  had  surprised  me,  away' from  the 
school-house.  I  cannot  tell  you  how  I  came  to  do  it. 
I  had  expected— why,  I  know  not— some  one  else  to 
meet  me  there.  Well,  I  suppose  I  may  say— Joe 
Yarrow.  And  the  thought  that  he  was  philandering 
his  time  away  with  those  Caws  made  me  ready  for 
almost  anything. 

Besides,  I  had  been  to  Moat  Grange  House  before 
I  knew  that  Mr.  Ablethorpe  went  there  regularly, 
and  that  he  had  services  with  the  poor  mad  folk.  So 
I  was  not  nearly  so  afraid  of  Aphra  Orrin  as  I  had 
been. 

It  was  bright  and  clear  still,  though  the  morning 
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mZ^'  .     !r^  "  •  P"™**  «>»<'  ■»<»«  of  the  wav 

reseich^  "*"■  """  «P«dition.  and 

et^df^h.r^;  J^  Orrin  talked  incessantly  of  my 

his  kindness  to  herself.  *^      ^  **' 

"  An?nf   "f  .^u  *^*^  ^^^«  Fanner,"  she  said 
nis  neart  is  of  pure  gold." 
si<fe  Md?**  *°  ?!«!«t  that  the  folk  of  the  conntnr- 

1  could  not  have  made  a  more  nnfcrtnnate  remait 
tea  moment  the  fire  of  madness  flash^p  fZ^ 

Ihad^«ri.L^L  ^l"*  *«»  a«a™  the  mad  woman 

"^r?ol^^,.""  P"^""  "'  "-o  "ta«  coffins. 
"P.    •     V     °'  "•*  "onhyside I "  she  screamrf 

R«»p^l««s,  wild  beasts  of  the  field?  OlTlS 
^emtopieces,    GangsofevUbeas^.Zil^S 

M  y^'   ST^  «vfp^.  laying  waste  the  bboti 

G^io^r"    "'  '"'"^'  «^"  -  Sodoi;  and  a, 

off  ^nh^^''-"'*^  "P  her  hands  with  the  action 
01  a  prophetess  mspired,  she  chanted- 
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O  daughter  of  Babylon, 

Near  to  deitractiuii, 
Bleta'd  shaU  be  be  that  thee  rewards 

As  thou  to  us  hast  done. 

Yea.  happy,  surely,  shall  he  be, 

Thy  tender  Uttle  ones. 
Who  shall  lay  hold  upon,  and  them 

Shall  dash  against  the  stones. 

I  trembled,  as  well  I  might,  at  the  fury  I  had  unwit- 
tingly kindled. 

We  were  now  in  the  woods,  the  main  travelled  road 
far  behind  us,  a  complexity  of  paths  and  rabbit  tracks 
all  about,  and  before  us  a  green  walk,  dark  a  d  clammy, 
upon  which  the  snow  had  hardly  yet  la'  .  hold.  On 
one  side  rose  up  the  wall  of  an  ancient  r  chard,  which 
they  said  had  been  planted  and  built  about  by  the 
monks  of  old.  On  the  other  was  the  moat,  still  frozen, 
only  divided  from  us  by  an  evergreen  fence,  untrimmed, 
thick,  and  high,  probably  contemporaiy  with  the 
orchard. 

Suddenly,  at  the  entrance  to  this  green  tunnel, 
Aphra  Orrin  turned  and  grasped  me  by  both  wrists. 
Her  face,  as  it  glowered  down  at  me,  had  become  as 
the  face  of  a  fiend  seen  fresh  from  the  place  of  the 
Nether  Hate. 

"  Jeremy,  Jeremy  I  "  she  cried.  And  at  the  sound 
of  her  voice  it  came  to  me  that  of  a  certainty  I  had 
fallen  into  a  trap.  This  was  not  the  road  to  the  House 
of  Deep  Moat.  I  ought  to  have  known  better.  I  had 
been  drawn  hither  solely  to  be  murdered.  I  tried  to 
scream,  but  could  not.  As  in  a  dream,  when  one  is 
chased  by  terrible  things  out  of  the  Unknown,  speech 
left  me.  I  felt  my  knees  weaken.  And,  indeed,  had 
I  been  as  strong  as  ever  I  was  in  my  life,  of  what  use 
would  my  strength  have  been?    For  ther«,  at  the 
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(J'T^  Aphra  own  heM  me,  AJdng  me  to  mi 
Jro  as  a  temer  might  a  rat.    She  mu  u  .ttomM 

r  uTSr'""*"'  "^^  *""  ""  "^-^ha" 

•K^j  *^ll', '  '"*^  """■  'rembling  vioIenUy  with 
that  dreadful  woman  grippi„g        4^,^  «,Xt^he 

hurt  them,  Jeremy  came  leisurely  up  with  his  hand! 
e"xprLT^Tr^  "  th/wortTat'::!!!"^ 

p  tW":u'-i?rior.t,tt.  L-t.th'"'? 

tyK.^^r/'"'*""^''-    H-i-O^-uld' 

Quick  I   Make  an  end-do  as  with  the  othL  I   tS 
the  last  seed  of  iniquity.    She  wiU  take  from  m  oJJ 

Jeremy,  and  I  have  paid  for  twice  over  with  wean^ 
nigi.1  of  penance.  That  old  man  would  sJSl  it  3 
us,  from  us  who  gained  it  for  him.  to  gi™  it  auT 
th»  pretty  china  doH  he  calls  his  graSughter  1  " 

the  opportunj^  would  have  been  wanting  for  me  to 
fiUttas  copybook  with  these  notes,  to  p,^  the  wea^ 

t^tni,  °  ^^'r"""*  ™'  """d-  »d  snatched^ 
the  bufe  m  Mad  Jeremy's  belt-the  same  we  had  on" 

aU,:  ili'd^  *"»  "' »™»  *«  ^  Moat  t/gS 

But  happily,  or  so  it  appenied  at  the  time   Mad 

Jeremy  was  in  another  humour.    He  thrust  S^'siSr 
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off,  and,  as  it  seemed,  with  the  lightest  jerk  of  one 
hand  he  took  me  out  of  her  clutches. 

"  Na,  na,"  he  said  ;  "  this  dainty  queen  is  far  ower 
bonnie  for  a  man  like  me  to  be  puttin'  the  knife  into  as 
if  she  were  a  yearling  grice.    The  knife  for  the  lads 
that  winna  pay  the  ransom,  if  ye  like.    But  a  bonnie 
lass,  and  the  heiress  to  a'  the  riches  at  the  Grange— 
auld  Hobby's  hoards— I  tell  ye,  her  and  me  wUl  do 
fine,  Aphra !    Let  her  be.  Sis,  or  you  and  me  wiU 
qi  irrel.    Ay,  ay,  and  maybe  ye  will  find  oot  what  the 
blade  o'  my  gully  knife  is  for.    We  wiU  see  if  ye  hae 
ony  bluid  o'  your  ain  in  your  veins,  Sis— you  that's 
sae  fond  o'  seein'  the  colour  o'  itht.      Iks' !  " 
^^  "  Never— never  I    You  lie,  Jeremy     "  cried  Aphra. 
"I    know   nothing    about    that.    I    swear    I    am 
ignorant.    As  to  Elsie  Stennis,  I  did  but  jest.    At 
any  rate,  she  must  not  see  her  grandfather.    He  is 
in  a  foolish  mood,  and  might  take  us  from  house  and 
manor,  roof  and  shelter,  house  and  bedding— ay,  all 
that  by  right  belongs  to  us.    Besides  "—here '  she 
moved  up  cioser  to  her  brother—"  she  knows  too  much. 
She  might  prove  a  teUtale,  and  then  you,  Jeremy, 
would  be  hanged— hanged  by  the  neck  tiU  you  were 
dead! " 

She  repeated  the  words  with  a  space  between  each, 
sinking  her  voice  till  it  ended  in  a  hoarse  whisper. 

"  Na,  na  I  "  cried  Jeremy.  "  I  but  helpit  the  puir 
craiturs  oot  o'  their  misery.  They  cried  na  long. 
And  then  they  wad  be  that  pleased  to  hae  nae  mair 
trouble,  but  juist  to  Ue  doon  agang  the  Hly  beds  and 
foiget  a'  the  cares  o'  the  warl'  I " 

"Hush,  hush,  Jeremy!"  cried  Aphra.  "Think 
what  you  are  saying,  brother.  But  bethink  yourself, 
brother  dear,  you  must  make  an  end  now.  The  giri 
has  heard  too  much,  and  that  from  your  own  lips." 
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riJ!'fV^^^''^  ^  ^*"  *^^°°«h  Ws  long,  glossy 
nnglets  with  something  like  a  smirk. 

wi'  ^^'.?*'"  ^®  f^^'  "  ^  ^  *^"«r  tl'at  I  She  shaU 
tade  m  the  cove  behind  the  muckle  oven,  where  three 
tames  a  week  Jeremy  bakes  the  bread.  She  wlU  be 
fine  and  warm  there.  Nothing  to  do  but  set  her  soles 
agamst  the  waa'.  and  in  a  trice  she  will  be  as  comfort- 
able as  a  ha'penny  breakfast  roll.    No  hke  yin  I  could 

name—ha,  ha  !— freezin'  in  the " 

But  this  time  Aphra  fairly  spi-ang  upon  him.  putting 

"  if  l"""?  ^  """^^^  ^  s*0P  l»is  speech. 
Oh.  that  I  should  be  troubled  with  fools  that  know 
not  their  own  folly."  she  cried-"  I.  that  have  given 
more  than  my  Ufe.  ahnost  my  soul,  for  these  poor 
thmgs  my  sisters  and  my  brother,  yet  who  will  not 
be  guided  by  me  !  " 

.J^y^^^"'^,^"^*'^'^  cunningly,  or  ratl.er.  perhaps, 
emitted  a  cackling  sound. 

"Be  guided  by  you.  Aphra?"  he  said.  "No 
and  I  don  t  think !  Jeremy  may  be  mad.  but  he 
k«isatackwortttwoofthat.  He  will  keep  this  little 
kdybirr"  ^fe-oh  very  safe,  till  the  wedding  dress  is 

^ll  .?T^  "^  y°"  ^^'  ^^^'-    B"t  then  Jeremy 
will  be  the  heir.    And  a  bonnie.  bonnie  bride  he  wiU 

^ur^waj^f'!^'^'^-    ^«°»«  y«"^  ^ys.  hinny-come 

He  spoke  to  me  with  a  curious,  caressing  voice, 
bowmg  low  lAe  a  dancing  master,  ^vith  his  broad 
bonnet  m  his  hand,  and  making  all  sorts  of  ludicrous 
gestur^  to  prove  that  I  would  be  safe  with  him 

I  did  liot  know  what  to  do.  From  the  woman  I 
had  nothmg  to  expect  but  a  knife  at  my  throat,  and 
5^t  to  accompany  Mad  Jeremy !    That  I  could  not 
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Suddenly  I  screamed  aloud  at  the  top  of  my  voice, 
hoping  that  some  one  would  hear  me  and  come  to 
my  assistance.  But  Mad  Jeremy  only  put  his  arm  about 
me  and  covered  my  mouth  with  one  gre^t  haiiy  paw. 

"  Gently  then,  lass-^iane  o*  that,  noo  I  It  wanna  do," 
he  said,  not  angrily  at  aU,  but  rather  like  one  sooth- 
ing an  infant;  "ye  see  there's  nae  workers  in  the 
fields  thae  winter  days.  And  if  there  were  hail  armies, 
they  wad  kep  wide  o*  the  Deep  Moat  Wood,  for  they 
hae  seen  Jeremy  gang  in  there  a  gye  wheen  times— 
ech,  aye  I " 

And  picking  me  up  in  his  arms  as  easily  as  a  babe. 
Mad  Jeremy  carried  me  into  an  ivy-covered  ruin' 
and  after  that  all  was  a  labyrinth  of  passages  and 
tunnels  till  I  found  myself  in  the  place  where  I  wrote 
these  notes. 
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CHAPTER  XXIII 
WITHIN  THE  MONKS'  OVEN  ^ 

X      but  It  had  evidently  been  used  fc-  a  sleeDine- 
weT.^'''"    ^^"^^^-^P^cedinthecomer     Se 

glance  that  the  window,  placed  high  in  the  vaulted 
roof,  was  unglazed,  but  barred.  "^    ""  "^^  ^^^*^^ 

Ur.^f  rl^'^l^^  ^  P^^"^'  ^  *«  speak."  said 
Jeremy  shakmg  his  long  snaky  curls,  ^;milinff 
his  unctuous  thin-hpped  smile;  ''but  ii  comSf 
^some-mercy  me,  but  ye  should  be  cont^tT 
wm  be  biaw  and  warm  here.    This  was  never  aught 

monW^'TT"^'^'^^^'  There's  the  ^d 
S  7^^^-*h\°v«°  where  they  baked  their  pies  7'' 
And  talang  my  hand  in  his  great  one  he  slap^d  the 
wall  which  ended  my  prison  vault,  cutting  if  as  it 
were  mto  two  parts.  It  was,  in  fact,  quitf  ^' w^r4 
as  the  fingers  could  bear,  and  most  o  L  ti^e  W 

^fif?r^\^  "^"^  temperature-though,  if  ^t^ 
a  httle  stiflmg  on  baking  days  ^' 

'a  ?r  ^^  'v^  ^^^''  ^^^  Jeremy,  standing  dark 

k^per,  but  tiunk  not  but  that  Jeremy  Onin  kens 
^vely  how  to  behave  himself  to'  a  leddy.  Ye  ^ 
wait  here,  sacred  as  St.  Theresa,  till  the  weddi^ 
gown  is  prepared  and  the  table  spread.    But  Jere^ 
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wm  feed  his  ladybird  with  his  own  hand  three  times 
a  day-nor  shaU  his  sister  Aphra  put  so  much  as  a 
pot  stick  m  the  cooking,  for  fear  of  mistakes  !  She's 
a  fine  lass  Aphra,  when  ye  ken  her.  but  Uttle  to  trust 
to  when  she  has  a  spite  against  ye.  Stick  you  by 
Jeremy,  leddy,  and  he  will  stick  by  you ! " 
After  he  was  gone,  and  the  silence  had  re-established 
I  Itself,  listenmg  intently.  I  caught  the  sound  of  water 

flowmg  somewhere  near,  and  Hfting  up  a  httle  square 
of  wood  let  mto  the  stone  floor  in  the  angle  behind 
,inlT'^;     saw  b..ck  water  creeping  sullenly  along 
underneath  my  dungeon-probably  the  outlet  of  the 
Moat  Pond  on  its  way  to  join  the  Brom  Water.    And  I 
could  not  keep  thinking  of  the  fate  of  those  "  others  " 
who  had  not  the  doubtful  but  yet  puissant  protection 
01  Jeremy.    The  trapdoor  was  certainly  large  enough 
to  take  a  man,  and  the  water,  creeping  ice-free  down 
to  the  Moat  Pond,  would  teU  no  tales.    As  it  was  I 
tore  one  or  two  little  notes  sent  me  by  Joe  into  the 
smallest  pieces,  and  watched  them  float  away— that 
I  might  m  no  way  connect  him  with  the  miseries  into 
which  my  foolish  confidence  had  brought  me 

I  was  altogether  alone.  On  the  table  Jeremy  had 
put  a  candle  with  matches.  When  he  brought  mv 
evenmgmeal  of  porridge,  cooked  in  the  monks'  bakery 
by  himself,  he  asked  if  I  wanted  anything  to  read 

^  I  canna  aye  gie  ye  my  company. ' '  he  said.  "  What 
wi  the  maister  bein'  no  well.  I  hae  great  stress  o' 
busmess— but  can  ye  read  ?  " 

I  told  him  that  I  could,  and  awaited  with  some 
cunosity  the  books  which  Mad  Jeremy  would  brine 
me.    His  choice  was  better  than  I  could  have  ex- 

T^'  i*  ^,TP"^     ^•»«''«  Complete  Famery, 
The  Heather  LtnOe,  (poems),  a  book  of  sermons  with 
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toe  title  In  Hoc  Signo-^r  something  like  that— 
Markham's  Complete  Housewife,  Cavendish  on  WHst, 
and  two  huge  volumes  of  Pinkerton's  Voyages. 

"  I  wad  hae  brocht  ye  a  Bible,  too,  but  Aphra  micht 
hae  notaced."  he  said.    "  There's  mair  nor  a  packet 
o   candles  m  the  press,  forbye  a  half  loaf  if  ye  are 
hungiysome  i*  the  nicht-time.    It's  httle  Ukely  that 
ye  will  ken  how  to  play  the  fiddle  ?  " 
I  told  him  I  had  no  such  skill,  at  which  he  sighed. 
I  was  dootin*  that,"  he  said.    "  If  ye  had  llould 
hae  played  the  seconds  to  ye  fine !    But  Jeremv  can 
play  for  twa  when  the  fit  is  on  him.    Ye  never  heard 
Jeremy.    He  has  a  fiddle  that  is  a  real— Jeremy 
forgets  the  name— but  it's  real  something  awesome 
grand.    And  that's  a  deal  mair  than  maist  braw  folk 
<^  say  o'  their  fiddles.    For  they  are  maistly  made 
1  the  Gressmarket  o'  Edinbory  I    There's  a  melodeon, 
though,    wi'  sUver    keys,  that's    better  stiU.      But 
Hobby  wmna  gie  Jeremy  the  siller  to  buy  it.    It's  in 
Lithgow's   window  at   Langtoon,  and   some  day  it 
will  be  Jeremy's  ain.    Maybe  afore  ye  think.    Then 
he  wiU  come  and  play  ye  the  bonnie  music.    Ye  can 
dance,  Elsie?    Eh,  that's  weel.    Jeremy  canna  dance 
but  he  can  play  the  bonnie  music  to  dance  till,  and  it's 
the  finest  sicht  in  the  world  to  see  a  feat  young  lass 
footing  it  dentily  to '  The  Wind  that  Shakes  the  B^ley  ' 
or  '  Tullochgorum.'  "  '^^y 

After  Jeremy  was  gone,  I  went  over  many  things 
m  jny  mmd.  Whatever  part  my  grandfather  Stennis 
had  taken  in  the  disappearances  of  Hany  Foster, 
Riddick  of  Langbams,  Lang  Hutchins  the  drover 
and  Joe  Yarrow's  father,  obviously  he  had  nothia^ 
to  do  with  this.  Therefore,  I  could  only  hope  and 
pray  that  he  was  alike  innocent  of  the  others. 


WITHIN  THE  MONKS'  OVEN 


197 


Not  that  the  justice,  or  injustice,  of  the  country 
would  in  any  case  hold  him  guiltless.  He  it  was 
who  had  brought  this  wild  crew  about  the  lonely  and 
formidable  House  of  the  Grange.  Because  of  them 
the  Deep  Moat  gUmmered  through  a  mist  of  fear, 
and  the  sullen  expanse  of  the  Moat  Pond  had  its  waters, 
like  once  on  a  time  the  Nile,  turned  by  the  evening 
sun  into  blood. 

Still,  I  should  be  glad,  even  in  my  own  heart,  to  be 
able  to  think  better  of  my  mother's  father,  even  if 
no  one  agreed  with  me. 

Having  seen  the  disturbances  which  followed  the 
disapi-  .ranees  of  Harry  Foster  and  Mr.  Yarrow,  I 
pleased  myself  with  the  thought  that  soon  my  prison 
house  would  be  broken  open,  and  this  foul  brood  of 
birds  of  prey  compelled  to  flee  for  their  lives.    But  I  had 
not  foigotten  that  it  was  the  return  of  Harry's  blood- 
stained  mail   cart   which   had  awakened  suspicion, 
and  in  the  case  of  Joe's  father,  the  coming  back  of  the 
mare  by  way  of  the  locked  door  of  the  yard.    But  a 
girl  with  half  a  dozen  books  under  her  arm,  on  her  way 
to  teach  a  few  infants  in  a  school,  would  be  in  a  very 
different  position.    Joe  and  Nance  Edgar  would  ask 
questions,  doubtless.    But  I  had  quarrelled  with  the 
one,  and  never  really  been  open  or  companionable 
with  the  other.    So  it  might  be  said  (was  indeed  said) 
that  I  had  taken  French  leave  of  Breckonside  in  a 
fit  of  temper,  and  had  gone  off  to  meet  friends,  or  to 
teach  in  a  school  for  which  I  had  long  been  applying. 
Indeed,  the  postman  had  brought  me  an  ofi&cial  blue 
paper  that  morning,  by  virtue  of  which  I  was  informed 
of  my  registration  as  a  regular  certificated  teacher 
under  the  Act  of  1871. 
As  a  matter  of  fact,  there  was  even  a  greater  up- 
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raaeavour  to  make  a  stoxy  out  of  them  as  best  I  can 

stances  were.  As  Mad  Jeremy  had  truly  said  the 
^ce  was  warm  enough.  The  absence  of  tte  lirtt 
t^i  eXr^,\'  ''"  «>«.»<»t-also  the  I^  „7^' 
fJX'  i!         °'  ''""*"  ™'«  <>■•  any  living  creature 

his  fire  to  its  proper  heat  before  thrustine  in  thelZi 
cont^g  his  batch  of  bread.  TTirice^Sy^r^ 
woiUdcome  to  bring  me  something  to  Lf  ButSv^ 

S":t^re^*^irb:,— --timeiSs 
J-^n^^-rtie^r^rSe  '^^^, 

toZmillfrf  '' "  '^  """^e  «™V  «>rt  of  musical 
mstrument  to  my  pnson  house.  Upon  these  he  dZS 
mth  considerable  skill,  but  with  a  sTXe  S 
uiesponsible  irony  nmning  through  ev»  tte^t 
■^  *^f-;?.''-»«thing,  as  one  J^t  X.^l 
God  save  the  Kmg  "  played  by  the  hos?s  o™  ;i^ 

^o:^z^:'  ^""^  "^  •"  ^*^'*  «"-- ^' 

It  must  have  been  a  strange  sight  to  see  us  seated 
of  an  evening  in  a  Kttle  seJcircle,  JereTy^^^ 
three   younger   of  his   sisteis-but  ^alM^^Ttho^t 
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Aphra,  or  Euphrasia,  as  I  found  her  real  name  to 
be.  And  these  occasions  were  by  no  means  un- 
welcome. For,  mad  as  the  women  were,  there  was 
about  them  something  of  the  village  '  innocent," 
lit  with  a  certain  flame  of  religious  enthusiasm.  -  They 
were  very  different  from  that  taU,  stem  figure  of 
granite— their  elder  sister.  Honorine,  who  had  had 
some  training  in  dressmaking,  was  always  at  work  with 
futile  industry,  confectioning  some  garment  which, 
when  finished,  was  more  like  the  dress  of  a  Christmas 
guiser  or  carnival  down  than  a  respectable  garment 
for  everyday  use.  Her  sisters,  Camilla  and  Sidonia, 
sat  looking  listlessly  at  nothing,  or  engaging  in  purpose- 
less infantile  controversies  with  one  another.  Jeremy 
ac  one  end  of  the  circle  sat  strunmiing  fitfully  upon 
his  latest  mstrument,  violin  or  Jew's  harp,  his  half- 
savage  music  breakmg  in  upon  Honorine's  ceaseless 
chatter  without  prelude  or  apology.  But  these  in- 
intemiptions  did  not  in  the  least  put  out  his  sister. 
She  was  proud  of  some  remnant!  of  a  former  short- 
lived beauty,  and  loved  to  recount  and  magnify  the 
ancient  flames  she  had  kindled  whe.i "  head  of  a  depart- 
ment," dictating  the  fashions  to  the  good  ladies  of 
Thorsby  at  Hood  and  Truslove's  long  extinct  but  once 
celebrated  emporium  in  the  High  Street  there. 

It  did  not  occur  to  me  till  afterwards  that  I  ought  to 
have  been  frightened— thus  sequestered  from  the 
world,  and  my  life  hardly  worth  five  minutes'  purchase, 
if  I  should  chance  to  incur  the  anger  of  one  of  those 
mad  creatures.  But  at  the  time  I  sat  with  my  French 
grammar  on  my  knees,  thinking  chiefly  how  funny  it 
was  to  see  the  five  of  us  aU  seated  with  the  soles  of 
our  feet  turned  to  a  blank  wall.  This  we  did  for  the 
warmth  of  the  dividing  waD.    And  indeed  it  was 
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llS^„"'^~l"  Wo«  my  .ide  had  time  to   cool 
their  guMts!^       ^  **  °~P  """  Granger.  umI 

1  noticed,  however,   that  aU  Pvr«,.f   t         »«»es- 

•uic^o  araw  irom  Hononne  (who.  above  all  thin-* 
loved  to  talk)  the  sad  hi»*n«r  «*  ♦u  •  .      things, 

will  nnf  flfZI  rl  "swiy  of  their  wanderinira.    I 

wm  not  attempt  to  reproduce  in  detail  aU  her  ba^n«« 

Omn  family  amoonted  to  thfa-  "«»y  «'  ™ 

Lancashire  and  there  started  a  miU     He  w7»  T^  *** 

oem  qojckly  gamed  proved  ust  as  easy  to  lose 
At  to  death  Aphra  kept  on  the  spto^J^  ^ 

Jor  a  bme  made  a  brave  face  to  adv^etottT^' Srt 
H^o]^y'tltha^»-,^e^^ 
the  hope  that  some  day  he  might  be  able  trcond«t 
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one  of  his  own.  But  the  sudden  faUure  of  aU  his  hopes 
overthrew  an  iU-balanced  brain.  He  grew  wild  and 
nntamable  in  his  habits,  only  appearing  at  home  at 
rare  intervals,  and  then  only  to  claim  more  and  more 
money  from  his  sister. 

The  others,  Honorine,  Camilla  and  Sidonia,  men- 
tioned the  name  of  their  eldest  sister  with  a  kind  of 
awe,  but  Jeremy  never  without  a  sneer  or  a  taunt— 
except  only  in  her  presence,  and  when  taxed  with 
digging  in  the  garden,  a  habit  for  which,  Honorine 
whispered,  Aphra  was  accustomed  to  punish  him 
severely. 

After  their  failure  in  Wigham,  the  passage  of  the 
Orrin  family  southward  through  England  is  marked 
only  by  some  vague  reminiscences  of  Honorine.  She 
would  begin  a  sentence  "  When  we  were  at  Bristol " 
and  end  it  with  "  This  happened  after  Aphra  had 
brought  us  to  Leeds."  Nevertheless  the  nodded  con- 
finnations  of  the  other  two  sisters,  silently  listening 
as  they  twisted  their  fingers,  together  with  the 
humphs  "  and  denials  of  Jeremy,  let  me  understand 
the  truth  with  sufficient  clearness. 

If  Aphra  had  been  alone,  unsaddled  with  her  flock 
of  mad  folk,  whom  she  treated  like  grown-up  children, 
yet  loved  with  more  than  sisterly  devotion,  she  would' 
have  had  no  difficulty  in  providing  for  herself. 

At  Bristol,  for  instance,  she  had  established  herself 
with  what  remained  of  their  small  capital  in  a  ready- 
made  shoe  shop  in  a  well-frequented  street,  while 
H.  aorine  and  Sidonia  interiweted  the  latest  London 
fashions  to  the  dwellers  in  CUfton.  But  the  latter 
branch  failed  because  Honorine  refused  to  serve  those 
customers  who,  on  entering  the  shop,  would  not  con- 
sent to  bow  the  knee  and  worship  the  statue  of  the 
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But  his  strength  waxed  so  great    his  t*.mn«.  -« 

rS^;       T  ,*?"  *"°*  ^°^"d  not  even  Aphra  ^ 
hSar^^rl"^;    ^r*^-^--hehadSe^ 
«^nl?     ^^''J^P^^^«-    StiU  She  did  not  insS 
UFK,n  his  leaving  the  house.    As  the  head  of  the  a^ 
she  was  responsible  for  all     T*r««,,  lanuiy, 

Even  at  Bristol  an  attempt  to  walk 'in  oroceMi™, 
Se  r m^h"^*  white  ba4«,  andlj^tifS^S 

•ngs.  Kneelmg  for  hours  together  before  the  sa/^r«1 
pictures,  espedally  those  representing  fa«  ^^ 
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tnaking  her  stations  of  the  cross  several  tines  a  day  and 

««S5"l!^  ^l  *^^  distressed  church  officers  (who 
wanted  their  dinners)  that  it  was  no  time  to  think 
01  earthly  nourishment  here  below— because  at  any 
moment  their  brains  might  be  sucked  up  by  a  steam 
engme  even  as  hers  had  been.    She  continued,  there- 

mH^r  Tr  .u  ,.«°r^^  ^"«"^  ^»»"'c»^  officer*, 
map^^cent  Cathohc  "  Sui.^^/'  and  arrogant  parish 

Dcaai^,  to  do  penance  for  sins  which  she  had  never 
committed. 

"There  are  enough  misdeeds  in  the  family, though 
to  keep  you  at  penance  all  your  Ufe,"  grunted  Jeremy 
with  a  gnn,  as  Honorine  finished  her  confession. 

You  did  quite  right,  Honor  ;  I  always  said  that  you 
had  more  sense  than  Aphra !  " 

"  Aphra  is  wise,"  said  her  sister,  ••  but  she  does  not 
know  that,  owing  to  my  prolonged  studies  in  the 
Book  of  Nature,  I  am  enabled  to  cure  toothache." 

From  the  date  of  their  leaving  Bristol  the  family  had 
gone  where  the  determined  Aphra  had  led  them.  Their 
lowest  time  of  refuge  was  in  tie  service  of  a  German 
widow  named  Funkel,  who  lived  in  a  villa  near  Sur- 
biton.  Devout  as  Mr.  Ablethorpe.  this  good  woman 
had  taken  an  idea  of  bringing  the  Orrins  to  more 
settled  ways. 

Aphra  was  to  be  cook  and  housekeeper,  Honorine 
sewmg  maid,  Camilla  waited  at  table,  and  Sidonia 
became  laundress.  It  was  a  hospitable  and  kindly 
arrangement.  But  the  operations  of  Jeremy,  who 
had  charge  of  the  small  garden,  brought  all  the  dogs 
of  the  neighbourhood  there  to  scratch,  while  withL 
doors  the  entire  service  of  the  household  would  be 
interrupted  by  discussions  as  to  what  the  exact  mean- 
ing of  a  pmch  of  salt  spilled  on  the  right  side  of  the 
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J!I^  *^lf  **"**"' '^ '^•^^^^^n  «»  younger  iirteri 
to  decide  who  WM  to  dean  the  knivct    ^^''■"*^ 

tocall  in  the  police  before  .he  could  get  rid  of  hS 
troop  of  domestics.    It  ended  in  their  retreat,  ato 

^e  opportune  vanahing  of  Jeremy,  might  n^  have 
ended  pleasantly  for  their  ex-mistress? 
Aphra  returned  to  her  diminished  shoe  shop   this 

Wd":  "^^  '  ^^^^"'^  °'  ^^'  *°*^  Jeremy  v^'ne^ 
h^d  of  as  the  companion  of  Mr.  Hobby  Stinis  in  tS 

Wo  thTr'^'  '"'1'^  ^^"*  ^*  lived  befr^SdL 
mto  the  larger  and  more  retired  Deep  Moat  Grange^ 

r^mf  ♦  »!  ^^"^  .J^'^y  '""^^  *J»«  once  hT  he 
came  to  be  acquainted  with  Mr.  Stemiis.  But  ^ 
only  repty  was  that  •'  there  were  certain  thinifs  whfch  k 

^goodfc.  women  to  know,  but  how  helS:^'to 
meet  Mr.  Stennis  was  not  one  of  them." 
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CHAPTER  XXIV 

THE  BREAKING  DAM 

{The  Narrative  eonHnued  by  Joe  Yarrow.) 

T  HAVE  given  this  part  of  Elsie's  diary  in  full,  as 

♦t  *  T^°*«»*o"t.  both  because  she  was  so  far  from 
the  truth  as  to  what  was  happening  above  ground, 
and  because  her  style  of  writing  is'^so  Uter^-fa; 

^!^Z  IT!;.  !?***  "^"'^  **^'  ^  *h°"^^  »»ave  to  look 
<wit  m  the  dictionary. 

Why  of  course,  there  was  no  end  of  a  nimpage. 
The  whole  country  rose.    It  is  the  third  tune  that 

lhef;my„°'l,'7'J'*T^y**^^^^*-  Farmers  and 
and  hay  forks,  or  tied  scythes  to  poles,  making  ugly 
enoj^h  weapons  The  village  of  Breckonside  empttd 
itseH.    It  chanced  that  a  Uttle  boy,  Frankie  Lesh^e,  on 

iiJT^i  *°  ^^"^^^  ^^  ^"  "  ~"r  teacha,"  as  he 
called  Elsie,  m  the  company  of  a  taU  woman  in  black 

_That  was  enough.  That  was  evidence  at  last, 
mere  '^  to  be  no  pausing  this  time.  The  place 
was  to  be  ransacked,  if  not  acked.  And  what  would 
have  happened  to  the  poor  mad  sisters  if  it  had  not 
be«i  for  the  presence  of  mind  of  Mr.  Ablethorpe,  it  is 
better  not  surmising.  I  don't  beheve  that  the  idea  of 
compelhng  witches  by  torture  to  release  their  victims 
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wo^  have  taken  tor'^h^^t^t^'t^^Td 
the  flat-irons  as  naturally  as  their  ancestor  two^nA^ 
g^  ago  on  Witches'  HiU.  a  little  Sy^dThe  Bn^^ 

burth!  ~,i      r*  P°'"°-'  ^""■t  "«»»  °ld  Codling 
^n/tdtoC.:;,*'"'  "O"^"  ~-  "P  fro-  eL*' 

g.^'which'lS  rl^'  ""'  ?"?'''"  "'»'"  "»  '"P'y  mail 
hC  F^?'  T^"  ^""^'^  ''y  '"^  "">'<»«««  o'  poor 
faSs  r=.rJ"  K^  "^  *'"'  ""*'«ht  levy  when  my 
lather  s  mare  came  home  without  him.  But  far  VvonJ 
either  was  the  sight  of  that  silent  flooi  oT^l;!  Tthe 
"°°".  0'  «  »™ter's  day,  when  in  the  orLaT'c^mw 
of  tlungs  they  would  have  been  sitting  down  todinZ^ 

iTIIiJ^'ttfthetalnri^-''  «-'  ^"^  ■ 
I  hi^l  '  "^l'™"  '^"  »  ^^^^  «  that  sort  of  thine 
mwt/rlh^  ''^,°' '"'  ^""^  ">»*  had  been  Z: 

fTtWs  son  „  °1°'  f^  "'^-  I  had  been  my 
lathers  son  on  the  second  occasion.  Peoole  1,»J 
^ferred  to  me.    Even  Ebie  the  blackmiST^'h  St 

But  now  I  was  nobody.  No  one  was  anvbodv  A 
force  Which  no  one  could  control  had^^mti  i^ 
motion     I  understood  better  what  is  that  Sm«Lv 

d^ructive  forces,  always  most  dangerous  ..vhen  most 

The  idea  in  the  hearts  of  an  was  that  this  must  end 
There  was  no  saymg  whose  turn  might  come  n^t.' 
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So  the  rush  vj.  made  to  the  direction  of  that  sinister 
ho^  m  the  depths  of  the  wood.  s,-..round«iTv  " 

^'ir  s^arrth:-  ,r-  --■  ^^ 

S'^^hatT-T  '/,^^^^S^y 
altered  that  day.    Mr.  De  la  Poer  was  with  him  Thev 

e^^*""'  1"«'^  ""  """J^onfessing  „  ,^ 

^.rf  thl^  ^  *'  """'*  P""^-  And  when  thf 
nagnoours  of  the  Grange  came  to  their  eare  Ihev 
had  ,ust  got  the  job  done  for  the  month.  »i  le« 

thorpe.  the  Hayforlc's  sister,  had  brewed  for  them 

Immediately  divmmg  the  cause,  Mr.  ibleZrne 
dashftj  across  the  fields,  leaving  Mr.  be  la  Pc^  t„  ^ 
as  a  drag  to  the  armed  village^.  It  wa^^e^^  "^ 
he  had  been  successful  in  his  mission;  for  wr«.  the 
Z^Tff  »'"'"*?'  drawbridge,  which  was  C^ 
down  as  rf  to  mvite  them  across,  they  found  at  D«b 
^  Grange  a  house  empty,  swept,  Ld  gamiSed^^ 

te^mM  toTe*l,'r'  'P°"«'  oha^berCwWch 
trattoed  to  the  good  honsekeepmg  of  Miss  AnhJ 

Omn-full  pantries.  weB-filled  lfr<^rs  toe  Sft 
standmg  to  cream  on  the  stone  slabs  o  the  dS^ 
butter  m  lordlv  dishM  nt.  »,.,»  ,     aairy, 

;^*tfS^ilJ"'^"-»nrLsr 
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notlung  but  a  spare  wooden  settle  in  a  comer,  and  on  a 
wond^ul  hand  loom  a  half-worked  pattern,  such  as 
only  Hobby  could  weave,  with  crowns  of  flowers,  roses 
and  hues,  and  on  a  scroll  the  words:  "To  Elsie 
Stennfe  on  her  marriage.  The  gift  of  her  affectionate 
grandfather. 

?^*  !^^  ""S*  T^  wanting.  I  stood  and  wondered 
S  o  ^^  ^^^*^  ^"^^y  *°  °**^^  rooms-first  to  whom 
Elsie  Stennis  was  to  be  married,  and  whether  the 
inscription  on  that  half-woven  wedding  present  had 
anything  to  do  with  her  disappearance  in  company 
with  the  gramte-faced  woman  as  reported  by  Frankie 
Leshe  on  his  way  through  the  meadows. 

I  even  went  so  far  as  to  suspect  Mr.  Ablethorpe. 
He  had  always  been  fond  of  Elsie.  He  had  alw^s 
protected  her  enemies,  those  whose  interest  it  was  to 
depnve  her  of  her  heritage.  Perhaps  his  very  pretence 
of  cehbacy  was  only  a  cover  for  a  deeper  design  of 
getimg  hold  of  the  riches  of  the  Golden  Farmer ! 

But  aU  the  turmoil,  and  the  thundering  blows  of 
the  fore-hammer  wielded  by  Ebie  McClintoch  dis- 
covered  nothing— not  one  of  the  mad  sisters,  not  their 
leader  and  protectress.  Miss  Orrin,  not  Mad  Jeremy 
himself.  And,of  course,  no  one  expected  to  see  any- 
thing of  Mr.  Stennis.  He  would  be  far  away,  as  usui 
with  an  aUbi  obviously  provided  on  purpose. 

M(»t  of  all,  the  silence  of  the  place  was  disciuieting. 
The  door  of  the  bam  was  open.  Within,  all  trace  of 
the  ndiculous  gauds  of  a  former  time  had  disappeared 
It  had  been  restored  carefully,  with  knowledge  and 
discretion,  to  its  first  use  as  a  chapel.  A  cmcifix 
hung  above  the  communion  table.  The  twin  sets  of 
commandments,  written  in  gold  on  blue,  were  against 
the  wall  on  either  side.    The  Bible,  on  the  litS  lee- 
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tern,  behind  a  gilt  eagle  no  bigger  than  a  sparrow  was 
open  a  the  lesson  for  the  day.  The  BrecklnsTde 
people,  though  in  their  Presbyterian  hearts  condemning 
such  si^s  and  symbols,  paused  open-mouthed,  taken 
vath  a  kmd  of  awe.  and  as  Mr.  De  la  Poer  drop;,ed  on 
one  knee  to  make  his  altar  reverence,  all  filS  out 
bareheaded'and  a  httle  ashamed  of  thmselvi 

None  thought  of  going  farther.  Though  I  knew 
very  well  that  behind  the  hanging  of  dulf  pmpraT 
the  lectern  was  the  door  by  which  Mr.  Able/hoipe 
had  saved  his  straiige  parishioners,  and  so  cheated 
the  hasty  angers  of  Breckonside. 

Nor  did  I  teU  them  of  it.    Somehow  I  was  no  longer 
a  leader.    And  deep  in  my  heart  I  felt  sure  that  if 
Ebie  were  mdeed  there.  Mr.  Ablethorpe  would  give 
bs  hfe  ra  her  than  that  any  harm  should  come  to  her 
^ides  Elsie  and  I  had  been  so  many  times  in  dang^ 
of  our  hves.  m  that  very  place  even,  that  I  knew  some- 
how she  would  come  back  to  me  unhurt.    At  any 
rate   the  actual  prison  house  where  she  was  hidden 
w^  far  beyond  our  ken.    None  of  us  thought  of  search- 
mg  on  the  other  side  of  the  moat,  where  was  the 
miderground  oven  of  the  Cistercians,  in  which  Elsie 
(as  she  has  akeady  told)  was  interned. 

Perhaps  I  did  wrong  in  not  reveaUng  the  secret  of 
the  passage  But  then  if  there  had  l^en  bloodshed 
j-aiid  our  folk  were  quite  in  the  mood  for  it-the 
«1  u  ?ii!"^^  °^  *^^  P°°^  i^^ents  (I  do  not 

of^v  H    r  ^™.°'  ^^^  J^'-^'^y)  ^«"ld  have  been 
on  my  head.    On  the  whole.  I  am  stiU  convinced  that 

thn^^r"^^..^.^  ^  ^  '"'^^  ^^  that  Mr.  Able- 
thorpe did  so.    For  he  had.  there  was  no  doubt,  hurried 

ewJt  ??  ^^"^'^  Camilla,  and  Sidonia.  with  their 
eldest  sister  Miss  Orrin.  from  the  chapel  where  he  had 

14 


^wm:^- 


^■■;^^5M 


210 


DEEP  MOAT  GRANGE 


known  he  would  be  sure  to  find  them  at  that  hour,  bv 
the  parage  along  which  I  had  chased  him,  and  bad 
finaUy  hidden  them  safely  in  the  range  of  underground 
buddmgs  that  had  been  the  store  and  treasure-houses 
of  the  monks  in  the  days  of  the  border  moss-troopers. 
For  then  each  good  wife  of  a  peel  tower  sent  her  hus- 
band to     borrow  "  from  the  holy  clerks  of  the  Moated 
Abbey  as  often  as  the  larder  and  money  bag  were 
empty     And  her  way  was  a  woman's  way.    She 
served  hmi  at  dinner  time  with  only  this~a  clean  spur 
upon  an  emply  plate,  which  being  interpreted  meant, 
Ifthou  would  St  eat,  good  man  of  mine,  rise  and  ride  " 
They  hved  m  dangerous  territory,  these  good  monks, 
and  It  IS  sma  wonder  if  after  their  departure  the 
moate    island  kept  its  repute.    The  very  wealth  of 
bidie-holes     conduced  to  deeds  that  feared  the  hght 
Mad  Jeremy  m  his  outcast  days  had  sheltered  there 
He  had  explored  them,  and  that  knowledge  had  been 
abundantly  utilized  since  the  purchase  of  the  Grange 
by  Mr.  Stennis.    The  whole  situation  was  most  iavom- 
able  for  his  traffic,  and  even  now  when  its  good  repute 
was  blown  upon,  the  Cistercian  abbots'  "  hidie-hole  " 
still  showed  itself  capable  of  keeping  its  secrets. 

Oi^  Breckonsiders  were  proverbially  slow  of  beUef 
but  they  could  not  get  over  the  facts.  There  before 
us  was  the  hoi^  of  Deep  Moat,  all  open  to  the  eye, 
silent  hke  a  church  on  week  days,  prepared  as  for 
visitors  from  floor  to  roof  tree.  And  nothing  to  be 
found,  neither  there,  nor  in  the  numerous  out^dings 

hldlhe'ctg^^  "^'  ^  '"^  ^'  ^PP--  P-^^^^ 

cJ^lt  ^  °othmg  for  it  therefore  but  to  go  home. 
Or  rather  the  villagers  had  ahnost  arrived  at  that 
decision  when  Miss  Orrin,  escorted  by  Mr.  Ablethorpe 
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H^appearance  caused  an  angry  roar,  pikes  and 
scythes  were  raised  against  her.  But  the  i^-esence  of 
a  clergyman,  the  dignity  of  even  an  aUen  cloth,  made 
thm  turn  away  a  little  shamefacedly.  Mr.  Ablethorpe 
put  up  his  hand  to  command  si'-nce 

"  My  friends,"  he  said,  "  I  have  lived  among  you 
ong  enough  to  know  that  you  will  offer  no  indignity 
to  a  woman.  Miss  Orrin  is  here  of  her  own  v^  to 
e^l^  to  you  all  that  may  be  necessary.  She  does 
not  of  course,  make  herself  responsible  for  the  words 
or  actions  of  aU  other  members  of  her  family,  but  so 
far  as  she  is  concerned  she  is  ready  to  exphin." 

..r^^^l^'^^^^^^t^rmis}    Murderess  I    Bum  the 
witch  !    The  she^evil  1  "    These  cries,  among  ottiera 
broke  from  the  crowd,  and  Miss  Orrin  ^^as  welf  adS 
not  to  attempt  any  long  pariey. 
•'  Come  with  me,"  she  said,  "  and  I  wiU  satisfy  you  I 

TJa  .r*iL.  ^°'  *^^  "^^^^^  °^  ^^'  ^^^^  is  very 
,S      ^  ^^^  ^  ^*^  ^i™  even  now  " 
Whereupon  she  opened  with  a  key  a  door  in  the 

nto  «         ^*  f  V"^"  ^™°  ^^^'  ^d  conveyed  us 

T^nl  ^^''  "^^^'^  ^*^  ^  ^"^^^  ^dow  looking 
across  the  nioat.    Here  Mr.  Stemiis  lay  on  a  bed 

v^  pale  and  haggard,  and  with  him.  his  hand  upoiJ 
the  sick  man's  wnst.  was  Dr.  Hector  of  LongtowTa 
man  whom  every  one  knew  and  respected-aU  the 
more  so  because  of  a  brusque  manner  and  an  authori- 
se: sr /utTtf "-'''' " ''--  ^-^  -«■ 

deSy t;'a^*°"^'^  ^'  ^-  '^  ^  ^-t.  evi- 
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vn„?.  '  he  said.  "  What's  this  ?  What  right  have 
you  to  come  masquerading  here  with  your  pitchforks 
and  hedgmg  tools?  Out  of  this,  or  FU  put  my" 
into  some  01  you  I  I'U  wager  that  I  wiU  let  more  blocS 
m  five  minutes  than  you  with  your  entrenching  tools 
rn^a  week-^y,  and  take  it  from  the  right  spot. 

He  foUowed  the  defeated  Breckonsiders  to  the  door 

t'^  nf \-''I'''!  ""^  V""  ^^*""  ^  ^^^  l^a^ds  with  the 
toe  of  his  boot,  and  remarked  aloud  to  Miss  Orrin  • 

thL'St^i^^gr'  ""'^  "°"  *'"  *°  ^"^°"-^^ 

'•  Me  encourage  it !  "  cried  Miss  Orrin.  indignantly 
facmg  him-"  you  are  under  a  great  mistake,  sir  1  "  ^ 
Hector  "T  i  this  anyway,  all  of  you."  said  Dr. 
Hector.  I  will  not  have  it.  If  my  patient's  repose 
IS  broken  mto  agam.  tell  them  I  am  armed-lVill 
take  my  horsewhip  to  the  pack  of  them  I " 

And  curiously  enough  the  crowd  of  justicers  melted 
more  quickly  merely  with  the  shame  of  looking  a  good 
man  m  the  face,  and  before  his  hoi-sewhip  of  righteous 
indignation,  than  it  would  have  done  before  Mad 
Jeremy,  armed  to  the  teeth. 

pil'^cf''**^^  ?°"^^g  to  the  school  where  Miss 
Elsie  Stennis  teaches."  said  Miss  Orrin.  "  and  I  gave 
her  a  message  that  her  grandfather  was  ill  and  wishful 
to^e  her.    Dr.  Hector  is  a  witness  that  such  was 

aU  that  I  know  further  is  that  Miss  Stennis  has  not 
yet  comphed  with  that  request." 

J'.^""  ^-^^  ^"^  *^^^^^^  ^*h  y°^  on  the  meadow 
pasture  at  nme  this  morning."  interrupted  a  g.  unt 
woman  with  the  bent  shoulders  of  the  outdoor  worker 
and  a  took  of  poverty  on  her  face. 
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AhWK  ^"^  *^i*  direct  chaUenge  it  needed  both  Mr. 
t1few'^f'?^^:?'^^^*°^^*°^«  order.    ^ 

mL  (2^^l  r'^f '  r^^"^  ^°"*^^*^d  so  iU  with 
Miss  Orrms  glacial  cahn,  that  it  seemed  possible 
enough  that  "Frankie"  had  indeed  Sv^Tthe 
httle  circumstance  to  add  to  his  importance,  after 
hearing  of  the  loss  and  disappearance  of  'Te^h^/' 

is  to^illTl:  '"^  ^^^  ^™'  "'^^^  Mr.  SteS^is 
S  tTi«  ^^'''x^^'  bedchamber  and  house  invaded 
mthis  way.  m  future  Dr.  Hector  will  arrance  Tr 
specid  protection  from  the  pohce  at  Longtow^^  And 
after , this  warning  let  any  one  cross  the  ^oaTat  tt' 

jniere  was  no  more  to  be  done.  Aphra  Orrin  had 
beaten  us  completely.  The  baffled  tide  ebbS  back 
the  way  it  came,  and  Deep  Moat  Grange  wL  feft  ^one 

guardmg  m  the  teeth  of  a  whole  countryside  in  arms 
^^^f  used  to  a  high  pitch  of  curiosity! 

rhe  two  clergymen  waited  behind,  but  the  sic\  nan 
would  have  nothing  to  do  with  them,  de^g  h^ 

He  was  the  most  mtractable  of  invahds.  even  threaten 
mg  to  bre^  a  bottle  over  Dr.  Hector'   h^d  if  L  he 

Lo^'  ^'  '^°"'^  "^"^"^^  *°  b^g  with  hSi  from 

'°&  \T^'''  °^  ^^  °^  denomination. 

stoutlv  'Sf     ?Tu  '!  ''°"'  '°  ^  ^  t^at'"  he  said 

2^  th;  mII    1^  ^  ^f  my  wiU  in  a  safe  place,  and  had 

^no  Inl    .^'7^"  ^'  ""  "^y  ^^*^  ^d  kin.  I  would 

"  r„^, Tu'^'^v^^^^'  ^'^  "^'^^  ^  this  world." 

may  bT^-lt'n  T.°^  *^'  ^  "^J^"  ^^  "«  better 
maybe,    said  Dr.  Hector.    And  so,  none  saying  him 
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nay,  he  rode  back  to  Longtown  with  the  ho]ogr^>h 
in  his  breast  pocket,  jesting  with  two  farmers  riding 
that  way  as  he  went.  Had  he  only  known,  a  few 
sheets  of  a  folio  account  book  covered  with  close  writing 
in  the  hand  of  Mr.  Stennis  was  considerably  more 
dangerous  to  carry  about  with  him  than  the  latest 
discovered  high  explc  Ive  1 

It  was  with  considerable  astonishment  that  on  the 
evening  of  his  next  visit  to  Deep  Moat  Grange,  about 
midway  between  the  edge  of  the  woods  and  the  kmely 
alehouse  where  my  father  had  alighted,  Dr.  Hector 
was  suddenly  aware  of  a  noose  of  rope  which  circled 
about  his  neck  with  a  whiz.  The  next  moment  he  was 
dragged  from  his  horse.  He  lay  unconscious  for  an 
hour  on  the  road,  and  then  coming  to  himself  turned 
and  walked  back  to  Longtown,  very  stiff  and  very 
angry,  but  conscious  of  no  other  loss  than  that  of 
several  copies  of  prescriptions  which  he  kept  in  his 
breast  pocket. 

"  What  they  can  want  with  these,  I  don't  know," 
said  the  vindictive  doctor.  "  I  only  hope  they  will 
take  them  all  together.  There  was  a  triple  dose  of 
strychnine  in  one  which  I  wrote  for  Garmoiy's  dog  !  " 
Now  Miss  Orrin  was  a  clever  woman,  and  she  grasped 
at  once  the  immense  moral  value  of  having  the  support 
of  Mr.  Ablethorpe  and  his  friend  and  spiritual  director 
Mr.  De  la  Poer.  It  was  quite  evident  that  for  the 
sisters  the  situation  at  Deep  Moat  Grange  would  no 
tenger  be  tenable.  Mr.  Stennis  might  die  any  day. 
The  Longtown  doctor  gave  little  hope  of  ultimate 
recovery.  The  will  had  been  removed  out  of  Aphra's 
reach.  True,  she  might  possibly  induce  the  oM  man 
to  make  another,  disinheriting  his  gianddaughter. 
If  Elsie  died  in  her  prison,  doubtless  sooner  or  later  all 
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would  be  found  out.     There  were  other  things  also. 

It  came  as  the  happiest  of  solutions,  therefore,  to 
the  s  renuous  bead  of  the  Orrin  famiiy,  when,  a  few 
days  after,  Bfr.  Ablethorpe  proposed  to  charge  himself 
with  the  care  of  the  three  "  innocents  " — Honorine, 
Camilla,  and  Sidonia.  He  knew  of  a  convent,  the  good 
sisters  of  which  gave  up  their  hves  to  the  care  of  women 
mentally  afflicted.  Aphra  refused  point  blank  any 
such  assistance  for  herself,  oven  temporarily.  But 
for  her  sisters  she  rejoiced  openly,  and  was  indeed, 
after  hex  fashion,  resilly  grateful  to  the  two  young 
clergymen  who  had  taken  up  the  cause  of  the  witless 
and  the  friendless. 

"  I  know  why  you  do  this,"  she  said,  "  it  is  that 
you  may  clear  the  board  of  those  who  have  neither 
art  nor  part  in  the  evil.  Then  you  will  strike  the 
more  surely.  I  do  not  blame  you,  Mr.  Ablethorpe, 
But  for  me,  I  will  not  go  with  my  sisters,  who  have 
done  nothing — ^known  nothing.  If  the  guilty  are  to 
suffer — and  if  the  guilty  are  indeed  my  brother  and 
my  master — then  I  will  stand  in  the  dock  by  their 
side.  No  one  shall  ever  say  that  Aphra  Orrin  went 
back  on  a  friend,  or  refused  hf^r  full  share  of  responsi- 
bility. All  the  same,  Mr.  Ablethorpe — and  you,  Mr. 
De  la  Poer — ^I  am  grateful  from  my  heart  for  what 
you  are  doing  for  my  poor  sisters.  For  me,  I  am 
ndther  mad  nor  irresponsible— only  as  the  more  notable 
sinner,  in  the  greater  need  of  your  ghostly  counsels  1 " 
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CHAPTER   XXV 

A  LETTER  FROM  JOSEPH  YARROW.  SENIOR 
TO  HIS  SON  JOSEPH  YARROW,  JUNIOR      ' 

"r\EAR  JOE-Yours  of  the  loth  received  and  con- 
^  tents  noted.  You  ask  me  to  tell  you  in  writing 
wha  happened  when,  like  a  fool.  I  allowed  myS 
be  caught  and  imprisoned  by  the  other  fools  at  Deep 

Mr"  H^Tefnis^*  ''''  '"^^  '''  ^^^^^^  °^  '^^  '^^ 

r.r!l?*^^*  ""^  ^^  "'°''^  gen  rally  useless  than  the 
Sh      1^""^^  ^^'^  °"  °^^  transactions,  the  gain  o? 

^utn^ff  ir'  *°rr  ^^'^^'°^  '"^^'^  been 
ZfW     ;      ""*  ^•i'"  ^^^  occasion,  you  represent  to 

tTsln  T^  r*""^  ^°™  °^«  '"^gh*  ^d  your  book 
tL  V-  !,,TPi^  "^'^  y^""^  ^^^^'  Your  proposi- 
tion.  kmdly  but  speculative,  that  I  should  receiveTn 

^IT'  ^^I""^  1*'^  ?^"^"^'  '^  °-  *°  whi^hT^^t 
«  !  f  Vk      T  i"**"'^  ''  y^"'^  °^'  ^d  though  I  reply 
as  a  father.  I  desire  to  rest  absolutely  disinterested^^ 
hebusmess.    I  have  made  my  success  in  life,  such  ^ 
L^l.^^  "T'  ^^"'^^^  ^y^^^S  of  a  doubtful  or 
gambhng  nature.    And  I  am  creditably  informed  the 
pubhcation  of  books  of  thrilling  adventure  sucT^you 
prg>ose  undoubtedly  falls  mider  the  latter  categ^^ 
f  hff  T     l^?''  ^^^^rtheless.  are  at  your  servic^    AU 
that  T  ask  of  you  is  that  you  should  aUow  them  1o 
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remain  facts.  I  once  lifted  a  page  of  your  MS.,  which 
had  been  blown  from  your  desk,  and  I  grieve  to  say 
that  it  contained  such  twaddle  about  love,  together 
with  other  intangible  and  inappreciable  articles,  that 
I  came  very  near  to  discharging  you  on  the  spot.  But 
I  remembered  the  solid  qualities  and  aptitudes  you 
had  shown  (I  give  you  so  much  credit,  but  I  trust  you 
do  not  strike  me  for  a  rise  on  the  strength  of  it)  on  the 
occasion  of  my  late  disappearance. 

WeU,  on  Monday,  the  sixth  of  December,  at  8.59  I 
received  a  letter  bearing  the  Edinburgh  postmark, 
statmg  that  a  certain  Mr.  Stephen  Caimey,  who  has 
owed  me  over  three  hundred  pounds  for  a  number  of 
years(;f329,tobe  exact)  would  be  seUmg  a  large  parcel 
of  cattle  at  Longtown  Tryst.  The  writer  of  the  note 
was  Mr.  H.  Stennis,  of  Deep  Moat  Grange,  and  he 
informed  me  that  he  had  successfully  adopted  a  similar 
course  at  Falkirk  some  years  ago.  He  had  been  able 
to  give  his  lawyer  due  notice,  and  had  "  riested  "  the 
money  in  the  hands  of  the  auctioneer. 

Now  there  is  no  reason  why  Hobby  Stennis  should 
go  out  of  his  way  to  put  money  into  my  pocket.  On 
the  contrary  !  If  it  had  been  the  other  way  about  I 
should  have  seen  him  farther  first  before  I  meddled. 
Still,  the  sum  was  a  considerable  one,  and  Mr.  Dealer 
Stephen  Cairney  certainly  a  slippery  customer,  whom 
I  might  never  be  able  to  make  anything  off  of  again. 
It  was  just  possible  that  old  Hobby,  as  spiteful  an  old 
ruffian  as  Uved,  whether  as  poor  weaver  or  as  Golden 
Farmer,  had  his  knife  into  Caimey  for  some  old  quarrel 
which  most  likely  Caimey  had  himself  forgotten. 

At  any  rate,  there  was  nothing  against  my  riding 
to  Longtown  to  see.  Nothing  against  my  trying,  -t 
least,  to  come  by  my  own.    StiU  it  was  with  an  ang.y 
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and  unMttled  mind,  but  a  finn  dettrminttion  not  to 
bleated  if  I  ccmld  hdp  it.  that  I  rode  oi  te^ 
i^h*      ^W>^'.*^«  «««>  and.tru.ty  mar«  l2d 
bought  as  a  bargain  from  the  heirt  and  assigns  of  Mr 
Henry  Foster,  sometime  deceased  ^^ 

My  wife  was  most  difficult  as  to  my  riding  alone. 

hH  1*  T?  IV^'  •^^^  °^  *^«  whim^SLTS 
his  wonjcn-folk.  he  will  have  time  for  little  else.    ^ 

I  gave  Joseph  and  Kingsman  sufficient  directions  and 

^^^p^'^^^^^^^     ''  "^  *^^  °""  *^  «y  "*^' 

♦«?*"t^.  «°^*^"«  *"*  "*'**  °"  *»>«  io«rn«y  to  Long- 
town.    I  fell  into  converse  with  several  farmers  and 

made  arrangements  with  one  to  take  his  young  pig» 

viw  !l"""^*"'^^  ^"^^  ^  «^  affair  to  me,  S 
valuator  being  largely  indebted  to  me  in  the  line  of 
Done  manures  and  feeding  stuffs. 

But  beyond  that  nothing,  and  even  that  affair  was 
qmte  m  the  course  of  business,  though  it  has  not  vet 
matured.  ^ 

rI^,L^^^^  r^i  '°  ^*  unsettled  state  of  the 
country,  the  pigs  have  been  anxious-minded  and  run  to 

.  .derstand  it,  is  the  first  duty  of  pig.  I  came  some- 
where  ao-oss  a  book  by  Thomas  Carlyle  in  which  he 
stated  t^  somewhat  strongly.  I  was  much  struck 
by  the  strength  and  precision  of  the  argumentation 
and  wished  that  at  all  times  he  had  thought  fit  to  writi 
with  simihr  clearness.  There  is  no  doubt  that  the  man 
had  the  abihty.    I  have  read  worse  newspaper  articles. 

"  IJ^'^A^'  ""^  "^  '^*^°"*  S"*^*  difficulty,  and  duly 

nwted     or  arrested  the  moneys  due  to  me,  in  the 

hands  of  Bfr   Lightbody  the  auctioneer,  taking  the 

said  Mr.  Lightbody's  cheque  on  a  Thonby  b^bott 
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••  mow  portable,  and  also  to  give  that  sound  and 
weU-coQsideredman  time  to  settle  with  the  buyers  of 
the  Caimey  cattle— lots  A,  B,  and  C,  on  which  I  had 
first  charge. 

Now,  I  am  not  a  man  ever  to  halt  at  markets,  or  to 
drink  in  public  places— more,  that  is,  than  to  cUnch 
a  bargain,  as  an  honest  man  ought,  neither  with  stint- 
ii^  nor  with  offensive  liberality.  I  even  made  it  up 
with  Caimey,  though  at  first,  of  course,  he  was  neither  to 
hold  nor  to  bind.  He  threatened  to  bring  me  up  "  before 
the  fifteen  "  for  damage  to  his  credit.  But  I  pointed 
out  that  nothing  hurts  a  man's  credit  so  much  as  the 
habit  of  not  paying  his  debts.  Whereupon  he  cahned  a 
little,  and  said  he,  "  I'll  wager  that  it  was  old  Hobby 
who  put  you  on  to  this !  "  To  which,  naturally,  I 
made  no  reply,  letting  himthii^k  just  what  he  would. 

At  three  o'clock  I  had  Dapple  saddled.  For  it 
being  the  winter  season,  I  judged  that  late  enough  to 
be  travelling  over  so  wild  a  country.  But  having 
done  harm  to  no  one,  and  carrying  no  sums  of  money, 
I  saw  no  reason  for  fear. 

At  the  half-way  little  hedge  inn,  for  once  in  my  life 
I  lighted  down  and  called  for  a  bowl  of  soup,  but  could 
only  get  coffee,  and  that  without  milk— which  proves 
the  improvidence  of  these  people.  For  Crewe  Moss 
would  easily  have  pastured  a  hundred  cows,  though 
it  would  most  likely  happen  that  an  odd  one  might 
get  laired  in  the  soft  places  now  and  then.  But  not  to 
have  so  much  as  a  drop  of  milk  and  on  Crewe  Moss  ! 
Lamentable !  So  I  told  the  people  what  I  thought 
of  them,  mounted  Dapple,  and  came  my  ways. 

I  had  gone,  perhaps,  three  miles,  and  was  skirting 
the  woods  adjoming  the  property  of  Mr.  Stennis,  when, 
as  I  passed  under  some  high  trees  a  noose  dropped 
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about  my  neck.    The  mare  passed  on.  and  I  was  left 
doling  as  neatly  as  if  the  hangmok  had  dTe  1 
Happily  for  me  the  cord  had  defended  Iowct  th^ 

armpt.    But  there  I  swung  and  turned  all  the  same 
shouing  manfuUy  for  help.    I  could  obseiveTi 

t^^glSf'toTtr  "  ^'^  ^  ^^  ^^^^^^^  ^^PP^^  -^ 
Then  the  man-a  long-limbed,  ugly-mugged  feUow 
with  corkscrew  curls  exactly  like  the  old  maids  when 

wrapped  me  carefully  in  a  coU  of  rope  till  I  c^nM  move 
neither  hand  nor  foot.    I  know  h£i  now  to  beZl 

i^Z^;  sZn^  ^^"  ^  '''  '-'^'^  ^^^^ 

rJl'l  ^  ^"^  ^  ^^''"  '^^^^*'  ^°^  '"y  ^<=hes.  though  not  to 

^onhrhT-  ^"V'^'^p^y^^^^^g^-^'wtook 

me  on  his  back  as  easily  as  if  I  had  been  a  ba«  of 
shavmgs  for  kindling.  If  he  had  taken  to  taJt 
courses.  hatsameJeremyOiTin-forso  Urn  LoS 
he  IS  called-I  would  gladly  have  given  him  a  tS 

shilhng-a-week  ,0b  in  the  warehou^.  Nothing  vS 
have  come  unhandily  to  him.  ^ 

Well,  he  carried  me  by  various  passages  the  rouah 
stone  and  lime  of  which  scratched  myl^rknl^H 

It  M^  floored,  walled,  and  roofed  with  wood.    But  f 

SUSdTh  '.  '"*'•  V^^^«'  ''''  ''^^^  arching  and 
behmd  that  agam  the  solid  earth.    It  was.  as  I  now 

had  built  for  themselves  on  the  verge  of  the  Moat  to 

coo^  their  wine  in  torrid  summers.  ^ 

Hither  the  woman,  Aphra  Oirin.  accompanied  her 
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brother,  my  captor.  They  searched  me  thoroughly  as 
though  I  were  a  postman  with  registered  letters  and 
other  valuables,  but.  as;  was  my  habit,  they  found  upon 
my  person  no  store  of  valuables— fairs  and  trysts 
bemg  no  fit  places  to  make  parade  of  one's  gear 

Among  some  almanacs,  jottings  of  bargains,  and 
other  thmgs,  these  two  came  on  the  cheque  for  three 
hundred  pounds  on  the  bank  of  Thorsby,  at  which 
Mr.  Lightbody,  the  auctioneer,  did  his  business-as 
they  said,  for  the  purpose  of  giving  him  a  day  extra— 
which,  mdeed,  an  honest  man  might  very  well  do 
Ikying  out  on  many  occasions  before  he  had  received 
the  pnce  from  the  buyer. 

At  the  sight  of  that  they  were  much  bewildered,  and 
did  not,  as  I  judge,  know  what  to  do.  Finally,  after  hav- 
ing taken  away  the  cheque  and  considered  upon  it  or 
perhaps  taken  the  advice  of  a  third  person,  they  brought 
It  back  to  me,  and  offered  me  my  Ufe  in  exchange  for 
my  signature  upon  the  back  of  that  piece  of  paper. 
But  to  this  I  would  not  agree.  I  regarded  the 
position  all  round,  andsaw  clearly  that  as  soon  as  I  had 
signed.  It  would  be  as  good  as  signing  my  death  warrant, 
bo  I  judged  It  best  to  put  them  off  with  half  promises 
and  partial  encouragements.  As,  "  that  I  could  not 
bring  myself  to  rob  my  family  of  so  great  a  sum,"  or 

that  the  bank  would  expect  me  to  present  the  cheque 
in  person."  Both  of  which  were  mere  vanities— for 
of  course,  the  cheque  was  made  out  to  me  personally 
and  would  be  paid  over  my  signature,  which  was  as  well 
known  to  the  cashiers  of  the  Thcrsby  bank  as  that  of  the 
manager  himself. 

So  being  countered  in  this,  the  man  with  the  curls 
was  for  putting  his  knife  into  me  instanter,  but  the 
taU  woman  took  him  apart,  and  I  could  hear  her 
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pounding  the  table  with  her  fist,  persuading  him. 
With  three  hundred  pounds,  so  she  argued,  they  could 
all  get  out  of  the  country,  supposing  that  Mi.  Stennis's 
money  was  not  available.  I  was,  I  learned  from  her 
words,  their  anchor  to  windward.  They  had  expected 
I  should  bring  back  the  money  in  gold  or  notes. 
Therefore,  as  I  had  not  done  so,  I  should  be  kept  in  the 
ice  house  and  coaxed  till  I  signed  the  cheque.  Then  they 
could  close  all  the  doors—no  need  of  stronger  measures— 
and  leave  me  tied  on  the  floor  of  the  ice  house.  Who, 
at  least  for  long,  would  be  any  the  wiser  ? 

I  had  time  for  many  things,  there,  in  that  chilly 
abode.  They  chained  my  ankles  to  rings  let  into  the 
wall,  the  bolts  of  which  appeared  through  the  Uning  of 
planks.  I  was  given  a  mattress  to  lie  upon,  and 
occasionally  Mad  Jeremy  threw  me  a  loaf  of  bread,  as 
one  does  to  a  dog. 

Most  of  all,  I  was  afraid  that  my  faculties  should 
rust,  or  even  that  I  should  go  mad,  so  by  steady  ap- 
plication I  learned  the  multiplication  table  up  to 
twenty-four-times,  making  each  as  famiUar  to  me  as 
ten  tunes  ten.  This  would  prove  of  great  use  to  me 
afterwards  in  my  business,  and  those  who  do  have 
transactions  with  me  wonder  at  my  quickness  while  I 
laugh  at  their  simplicity. 

Then  I  took  up  one  by  one  all  the  concerns  of  every 
man  I  knew,  and  set  myself  problems  as  against  myself. 
As  thus :  Yarrow,  of  Breckonside.  will  be  coming  to 
me  shortly  for  two  hundred  loads  of  fodder  for  the 
company's  horses.  He  has  the  contract  down  at 
Clifton— the  tramway  company— and  get  the  fodder 
he  must.  And  how  shall  I  mix  the  stuff  so  that  it  will 
be  passed  when  it  comes  to  be  taken  of!  his  hands  ? 
I  thought  all  this  out,  putting  myself  in  the  other's 
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place,  and  no  one  can  imagine— who  has  not  tried  it- 
how  excellent  a  lesson  in  affairs  it  proved.  After  that 
drill  in  the  old  ice  house,  where  at  times  I  was  well-nigh 
frozen,  I  seemed  to  see  inside  every  man's  skull  with 
whom  I  was  making  a  bargain.  It  was  not  only  a 
great  advantage,  but  in  a  sort  of  way  it  was  poetry  also. 
I  don't  expect  Joseph  to  understand  this  any  more  than 
I  understand  his  maunderings  about  love  and  girls. 
Not  but  what  I  am  fond  of  my  wife.  She  brought  me 
a  good  round  sum,  as  every  woman  ought,  which  I  have 
used  with  care  and  caused  to  breed  handsomely.  But 
if  I  were  to  tell  Mary  that  I  loved  her,  I  think  she  would 
go  at  once  and  order  my  tombstone.  At,  least,  she  would 
call  in  a  doctor  ! 

Still,  with  all  my  invention,  the  time  hung  heavy. 
Each  day  the  Orrm  woman  came  bringing  Lightbody's 
cheque,  with  new  arguments  why  I  should  sign  it.  I 
put  her  off,  though  sometimes  not  without  difficulty. 
I  think  she  must  have  been  pari'y  cracked,  in  spite  of 
her  apparently  busmess-like  habits,  for  it  puzzled  me 
how  they  would  have  got  the  money,  even  over  my  sig- 
nature, taking  iijto  consideration  my  sudden  disappear- 
ance and  the  to-do  there  would  be  about  it.  But  I  took 
care  to  say  nothing  about  that.  Mr.  Lightbody's 
cheque  and  the  hope  that  they  had  of  my  signing  it,  and 
so  enabling  them  to  get  the  money,  was  my  best  safe- 
guard. 

But  one  day  Miss  Orrin,  apparently  after  long  cogi- 
tation, made  another  proposal.  It  I  would  write  to  my 
bankers  telling  them  that  I  had  gone  abroad  on  an  affair 
of  great  moment,  and  askmg  them  to  pay  to  the  bearer 
a  thousand,  pounds  on  my  behalf.  Miss  Orrin  would 
pledge  her  word  to  leave  me  with  ten  days'  provisions 
in  the  vault,  and  at  the  end  of  that  time  to  send  to  the 
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authonties  a  message  stating  where  I  was  to  be  found. 
This,  she  said,  was  their  ultimatum.  The  alternative 
miexpressed,  but  evident,  was  Master  Jeremy's  knife. 
However,  I  did  not  agree.  The  business  had  too 
speculative  an  air,  and  there  was  a  decided  lack  of 
guarantee.  For  there  was  nothing  to  prevent  those 
kmd  fnends  from  cutting  my  throat  after  they  had 
pocketed  the  cash,  supposing  that  my  banker  was  fool 
enough  to  pay  it  without  going  to  the  police.  I  suppose, 
however,  that  Jeremy  would  have  stayed  here  by  me 
and  if  the  police  had  been  called  in,'or  his  sister  had  not 
returned,  there  would  have  been  no  more  of  me. 

I  told  them  plainly,  and  as  a  business  man,  that  they 
would  only  be  running  their  heads  into  a  trap  if  I  wrote 
any  such  order,  but  that  the  cheque  was  negotiable 
anywhere.  It  Could  pass  through  any  number  of  hands 
even  from  the  Continent.  This  little  bit  of  information, 
I  believe,  preserved  my  life.  For  the  very  next  day  I 
caught  one  of  the  jackdaws  that  came  to  seek  shelter 
about  my  dungeon,  entering  through  a  crack  high  in  the 
arched  roof.  I  wrote  the  message— dready  reproduced 
-^n  paper  stuffed  in  a  rook's  quiU  which  I  picked  up 
off  the  floor,  and  fastening  the  long  feather  to  the  jack- 
daw's tail  with  whitey-brown  thread  unwound  from 
a  button,  I  let  the  bird  flutter  away. 

Now  I  come  to  a  circumstance  that  I  have  something 
of  delicacy  about.  Bairns'  plays  are  not  suitable  for 
men  of  npe  years,  you  say.  I  agree,  but  when  some- 
times one  has  children,  and  especially  an  only  son  upon 
whom  the  care  and  guidance  of  a  large  business  will 
some  day  devolve,  there  are  certain  kinds  of  plays  that 
cannot  be  hastily  condemned  even  by  the  wisest. 

It  was  the  year  when  the  fever,  now  called  typhoid 
but  then  simply  the  "  Fiwor,' '  made  ravages  in  Breckon- 
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side.  No  one  knew  what  brought  it.  and  none  knew 
why  It  went  away.  But  during  its  stay,  both  myself 
and  my  son  Joseph  were  attacked  by  it  among  the  firat. 

My  wife,  Mrs.  Yarrow,  had  her  hands  ftdl  with  the 
two  of  us.  Neither  was  very  iU.  but  the  time  of  con- 
valescence was  long;  and  had  it  been  any  other  doctor 
than  Dr.  Hector  who  attended  me.  I  would  have  been 
out  a  dozen  times  a  day. 

But—and  I  Uke  him  for  it.  for  I  have  the  faculty  my- 
self—Dr.  Hector  has  a  way  with  him  that  makes  people 
thmk  twice  before  disobeying  him.  Joe  was  in  his  room. 
I  m  mine,  and  there  was  between  us  a  thick  partition 
such  as  are  to  be  fcmd  in  old  houses,  of  double  cak' 
with  an  air  space  between. 

Now  my  brain  being  by  nature  busy,  and  to  amuse  the 
boy  most  of  all.  I  concocted  a  simple  code  of  sound 
signals  which  Joe  and  I  called  our  "  Morse."  We  would 
often  amuse  ourselves  the  day  by  the  length,  by 
rapping  our  messages  the  one  to  the  other.  It  went  like 
this.  I  made  a  Uttle  tablet  for  Joe.  and  kept  one  by  me 
till  we  had  both  learned  the  inscription  by  ear,  as  it  were. 


I 

2 

3 

4 

'1 

I 

A 

B 

C 
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2 

F 

G 

H 

I 
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3 
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R 

S 

T 

U 

5 

V 

W 

X 

Y 

Z 

It  consisted  of  the  alphabet  arranged  in  five  lines  and 
numbered  above,  and  at  the  side.  Then  the  intersec- 
tion of  the  number  of  knocks,  two  series  with  a  pause 
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between,  beginning  with  the  horizontal  top  figures  gave 
the  letter.  It  was  simplicity  itself  when  once  learned. 
Joe  picked  it  up  quickly,  and  we  rapped  out  messages 
to  each  other  as  soon  as  we  were  awake.  For  instance, 
three  knocks,  then  after  a  pause  two  more,  gave  the 
letter  H. 

Thiswas  the  firstof  our  morning's  greetings,  "  Heeps 
better."  Joe  did  not  spell  well  at  that  time,  but  for  the 
correction  of  his  orthography  it  needed  the  school- 
master's cane,  and  not  a  newly  invented  Morse  sound 
code.  So  I  let  him  spell  as  he  liked.  It  lightened  our 
days  very  much.  And  I  will  admit,  ever  after  that, 
Joseph  and  I  understood  each  other  better. 

Now  it  will  hardly  be  believed,  but  I  am  willing  to  let 
my  commercial  Jionour  stand  for  the  truth  of  what  I 
am  about  to  say,  which  with  those  who  have  done  busi- 
ness with  me  will  be  sufficient.  One  morning  I  awoke 
early,  before  the  slate-blue  crack,  with  a  star  wandering 
across  it,  which  was  the  jackdaw's  front  door,  had 
changed  to  the  grey  of  a  winter's  morning.  I  lay  on 
my  comfortless  straw  couch,  wondering  why  it  was 
that  my  prison  was  not  colder.  It  could  not  be  that 
it  was  so  far  underground  as  to  be  warm  like  the 
bottom  of  a  mine,  by  its  own  distance  from  the  earth's 
surface.  There  were  the  exits  and  the  entrances 
of  the  jackdaws  to  witness  against  that. 

Still,  though  cold  enough  at  times,  the  fact  remained 
that  the  temperature  of  my  prison  never  descended  to 
the  freezing  point.  Indeed,  it  had  probably  been 
chosen  as  a  winter  home  by  the  birds  on  that  accoimt. 
Once  or  twice  I  had  seen  a  flake  of  snow  fluttering 
down,  but  these  melted  before  they  could  be  discerned 
on  the  oaken  floor  of  the  curious  circular  cellar  in 
which  I  lay. 
I  was.  as  I  say,  pondering  over  these  things,  about 
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home.  too.  and  what  Joseph  would  be  doing.  I 
ahnost  blush  to  write,  but  I  began  automatically 
knocking  out  a  sentence  in  our  old  "  Morse  "  code 
which  had  amused  us  during  the  fever  year. 
"  Is  any  one  there  ?  "  I  spelled  the  words  out. 
And  I  actually  sat  upright  with  wonder  when  I 
heard  come  through  the  thick  oak  of  the  partition,  first 
five  distinct  knocks,  then,  after  a  pause,  one. 

It  was  the  letter  E !  But.  then,  only  Joe  and  I 
knew  of  it!  My  heart  sank.  I  thought  in  swift, 
lightning  flashes.  Had  my  son  been  captured  also  ? 
But  the  person  at  the  other  side  of  the  wall  went  on 
spelling,  one  knock,  pause,  three  knocks. 
It  was  the  letter  L ! 

And  so  with  the  quiet  regularity  of  an  expert,  the 
sentence  came  back  to  me. 
"  Elsie  here— Who  are  you  ?  " 
I  felt  much  inclined,  of  course,  to  ask  who  Elsie 
might  be,  but  I  made  my  answer— fearing  a  trap— by 
the  mere  spellmg  out  of  my  name  and  address, 
"  Joseph   Yarrow,   Breckonside." 

Then  there  was  tapped  out  hurried,  imperfectly,  in 
a  manner  denoting  undue  and  even  foolish  emotion— 
"  Dearest  Joe.     I  thank  you  for  trying  to  help  me 
Your  Elsie." 

There  was  evidently  some  mistake.  No  one  had  a 
right  to  answer  me  thus— least  of  all  an  Elsie— 
my  wife's  name  bemg  Mary,  and  she  as  little  likely 
to  address  me  as  "  Dearest  Joe."  as  to  call  me  the 
Grand  Mo^ul !  In  fact,  it  was  nothing  less  than  a 
prodigious  hberty— whoever  Elsie  might  be. 

But  a  thought  flashed  across  my  mind.    Tht  young 
dog  !    At  it  already  !    If  I  had  my  hand  on  his  coUar 
I  would  teach  him  to  be  anybody's  "  Dearest  Joe  I '' 
"Dearest  Joe  "  indeed  !    I  would  "  Dearest  Joe  "  him  I 
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But  after  all  the  situation  had  made  me  smile,  and 
I  knew  that  there  was  but  one  Elsie  in  Breckonside— 
Elsie  Stennis— and  as  good  a  girl  as  ever  stepped  | 
Too  good  for  Joe,  if  only  she  had  her  rights— what 
with  the  old  rascal's  property,  not  that  I  minded  much 
about  that— and  a  temper  which  would  make  Master 
Joe  toe  the  line.    He  had  need  of  that— I  never  I 

Now  I  do  not  say  that  I  thought  all  that  then.  I 
desire  to  be  exact  in  the  smallest  details.  I  merely 
smiled,  perhaps  a  little  grii  ly,  and  rapped  out  the 
correction — "  Joseph  Yarrow,  Senior." 

I  knew  that  would  surprise  her.  For  I  must  have 
had  the  reputation  of  being  in  my  grave  for  many  days 
before  the  wretched  crew  at  Deep  Moat  Grange  got 
hold  of  her. 

Then  very  falteringly  was  rapped  out  the  further 
question  :  "  Are  you  really  Joe's  father  ?  " 

I  replied  that  I  had  been  given  to  believe  so,  but  that 
Joe's  apparent  conduct  might  well  give  rise  to  doubts. 

The  answer  came  back  at  once : 

"  You  don't  mean  that,  Mr.  Yarrow !  " 

Which,  I  will  own,  fairly  conquered  me— almost 
made  me  laugh,  and  though  an  old  man,  I  felt  quite 
warm  about  the  heart.  Now,  when  I  came  to  think 
of  it,  I  had  always  liked  to  see  Elsie  Stennis  tripping 
about  the  village  streets.  One  picture  I  was  fooUsh 
enough  to  remember— a  dingy  November  day  after 
it  had  been  rainmg,  and  Elsie  going  to  school  to  her 
teaching.  She  was  crossing  the  Uttle  dirty  place  in 
front  of  Ebie  McCiintock's  forge,  and  she  stooped  to 
pick  up  her  skirts,  giving  them  a  little  shake,  and  then 
hopped  across  with  her  nose  in  the  air— pert  and  pretty 
as  a  robin  redbreast. 

No  fool  like  an  old  fool.    I  am  speaking  to  you 

Mr.  Joseph  Yarrow,  Senior. 
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CHAPTER  XXVI 
COMRADES  IN  CAPTIVITY 

AFTER  that  we  had  much  intercourse.  There 
was,  indeed,  httle  else  to  do,  though  now  I 
know  that  the  periods  when  I  could  get  no  answer 
were  those  in  which  the  three  sisters  still  in  hiding 
were  in  the  habit  of  visiting  Elsie  in  company  generally 
with  Mad  Jeremy.  Little  by  little,  however.  Miss 
Stennis— well,  after  being  addressed  as  "  Dearest 
Joe  "  I  suppose  I  may  as  well  say  "  Elsie  "—told  me 
all  about  her  position— the  manner  of  her  capture, 
and  the  liberty,  comparative  though  it  was,  which  she 
enjoyed.  I  made  up  my  mind  at  once  that  if  I  were 
to  escape  at  aU,  it  must  be  through  her  chamber. 

It  was  about  this  time  that  the  truth  as  to  the 
manner  in  which  I  was  attached  to  the  wall  flashed 
upon  me.  I  could  see  it  all  now,  and  wondered  how 
I  had  not  understood  it  before.  I  have  ateady 
explained  that  the  rings  to  which  my  ankles  were 
attached  ended  in  round  rods  or  bolts  that  passed 
through  the  wall.  But  the  bolts  turned  easily  with 
every  movement  of  my  body,  instead  of  being  (as  one 
would  have  expected)  firmed  into  the  thickness  of  the 
wall.  Now  it  was  all  clear  as  an  invoice.  The  bolts 
pa^d  right  through  into  the  chamber  occupied  by 
Elsie,  and  were  there  attached  either  to  other  similar 
rings  or  held  in  place  by  a  crossbar  of  some  sort. 
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I  used  the  code— my  fooUsh  thought  for  Joe.  now 
so  useful— to  ask  the  girl  if  she  could  see  anything  at 
the  place  upon  which  I  knocked  with  my  feet.  She 
replied  that  it  was  impossible,  because  in  that  place 
there  was  a  deep  cupboard  ot  which  she  had  not  got 
the  key.  Now,  I  know  the  locks  of  cupboard  doors. 
I  sell  them.  And  the  fact  is  that  most  of  them  are 
worthless  as  fastenings,  except  perhaps  a  few  hke  the 
one  in  Miss  Elsie's  room,  which  had  been  planned  by 
the  monks  some  hundred  years  ago. 

But  even  so,  the  lock  would  ahnost  certainly  have 
had  to  be  renewed— probably  quite  recently— in  view 
of  the  use  to  which  the  underground  passages  and 
cellars  were  to  be  put.  I  therefore  "  knocked "  a 
message  through  to  Elsie  to  secrete  a  stout  knife. 
She  had  it  already.  I  might  have  expected  as  much 
of  her.  Then  I  told  her  how  to  slide  the  blade  of  the 
knife  with  its  back  downward  into  the  crack  of  the 
door.  The  supple  bend  of  the  knife  blade,  taking 
the  shape  of  the  bolt,  would  in  all  probability  after 
a  little  trial  cause  it  to  slide  back  easily. 

After  a  little  Elsie  succeeded.  The  bolt,  as  I  ex- 
pected, was  a  biased  one,  not  square  on  the  face,  and 
hardly  caught  into  the  bolt  hole  at  aU.  It  had  come 
from  my  own  shop,  and  I  knew  its  capabilities.  They 
make  them  by  the  hundred  gross,  all  as  Uke  as  peas, 
and  just  sufficiently  strong  to  keep  out  the  cat.  But 
mostly,  if  people  think  a  place  is  locked,  it  is  locked 
— especially  women. 

I  could  hardly  wait  the  reply,  after  Elsie  had  been 
mto  the  deep  cupboard.  It  was  all  I  could  hope  for. 
The  bolts  came  through  into  the  cupboard  about  three 
feet  from  the  floor,  which  showed  that  my  chamber 
was  higher  than  hers ;  they  were  caught  by  iron  Unch- 
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pins  in  the  same  way  that  an  axle  of  a  red  fann  cart 
IS  fastened  on  to  the  outside  of  the  hub. 
"Could  EUie  knock  them  out,  did  she  think  ?  " 
Elsie  thought  she  could,  but  she  would  need  some- 
thmg  heavy—Uke  a  bar  of  iron.  She  had  it— the 
handle  of  the  broken  rake  that  had  been  used  in  the 
oven  furnace.  So  the  first  thing  after  supper  and  the 
departure  of  her  visitors,  Elsie  knocked  out  the  pins. 
I  drew  out  the  bolts  on  my  side,  and  was  free  to  move 
about—with,  it  is  true,  the  rings  and  bolts  jangling 
about  my  ankles.  Still,  in  part  I  was  free,  and  my 
heart  rose  within  me. 

First  of  all  I  managed  with  the  cord  of  my  hat  to 
tie  up  the  bolts  so  that  I  could  move  noiselessly  about, 
being  careful  for  the  time  being  not  to  go  far  from'my 
couch.  For  of  course  it  was  necessary  for  me,  at'the 
first  alarm,  to  undo  the  cords  and  thrust  the  bolts 
through  the  holes,  so  that  no  change  might  be  apparent 
to  my  jailers.  Still,  the  thing  comforted  me.  For 
not  only  was  I  able  to  take  some  exercise,  but  to  attend 
to  the  proper  ordering  of  my  chamber,  which  had 
hitherto  been  carried  out  in  the  most  perfunctory 
m^mer  by  Jeremy,  and  also  at  very  uncertain  intervals. 

But  what  chiefly  occupied  my  mmd  was  the  thought 
that,  according  to  Elsie  the  oven  was  of  easy  access 
from  her  room,  and  doubtless  would  have  been  visited 
frequently  by  whoever  had  the  charge  of  the  baking. 

I  could  therefore,  with  Elsie's  iron  bar,  if  no  better 
turned  up,  make  a  good  fight  for  both  oiu-  Uberties. 
The  situation  was  getting  altogether  too  ridiculous  for 
a  nian  of  business  habits,  shut  up  within  a  few  miles 
of  his  own  horses,  lorries,  his  grocery,  ironmongery, 
and  other  supplying  and  contracting  establishments. 

How  I  was  ever  to  face  Bob  Kingsman  I  did  not 
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know.  I  wondered  if  aU  thii  time  he  were  taking  his 
ordera  from  "  Dearest  Joe."  Joe  indeed  I  IlaJked 
confidence  m  my  son  as  a  man  of  business— as  it  turned 
out  without  reason.  He  might  even  have  brought 
me  to  the  verge  of  bankruptcy.  There  were.  I  was 
informed,  two  young  Udies  from  London  dwelling  in 
my  house,  of  whom-especiaDy  one  of  them-Elsie 
reported  to  me  by  code  a  very  poor  account.  They 
seemed  completely  to  have  gotten  the  mastery  ovct 
my  poor  wife,  who  was.  as  it  appeared,  prostrated 
with  gnei  -a  thing  I  should  not  have  anticipated 
On  every  account  it  seemed  about  time  that  I  should 
come  to  hfe  again. 

The  question  was  merely  one  of  detail.    How  ? 

Of  course.  I  did  not  hide  from  myself  that  as  the 
days  went  by,  marked,  for  me,  only  by  the  lighting 
and  darkenmg  of  my  jackdaw's  entrance  above/many 
things  would  certainly  be  happening  outside.    Far 
one  thing,  I  was  a  prominent  ratepayer,  and  the  clean- 
mg  and  hghtmg  taxes,  as  well  as  the  school  and  road 
rates  for  the  parishes  of  Breckonside  and  Over  Breckon- 
ton.  would  be  coming  due.    If  for  nothing  else,  they 
would  be  sure  to  hunt  me  up  to  pay  them.    For.  as  I 
had  appealed  against  them  all-^n  principle-Joe 
wou^d  not  be  able  to  settle  them  without  me.    He 
would  have  don«  it  if  he  could,  having  no  "  fight  "  in 
him-that  boy  taking  after  his  mother-but  my  lawyer 
would  ^  him  further  first,  being  a  minor.    Icouldt4t 
Mr  L.  P.  Richards-he  would  not  pay  a  farthing  tiU  he 
had  an  order  mider  my  hand  or  a  proof  of  my  decease. 

A  J  ^^f ^  "^""^^  ^^  '°'*  ™e-    No  doubt  of  that. 

And  Elsie?  Of  course  she  was  not  a  ratepayer; 
but-weU,  If,  as  was  likely,  they  had  seen  her  shake 
out  hCT  skirts  to  trip  across  a  muddy  road  they  would 
be  just  as  great  fools  as  myself. 


.^^' 
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And  they  were  greater-every  man  of  them.    I 
know  Breckonsidc. 

w^^wAfJ''^'  ^"^  ^  w  °"  °"'"  **''"^  »"  *he  cellar  (as  it 
were)  to  thoM  up  aloft  m  the  front  haU.  it  was  about  this 
tmie  that  our  meals  began  to  wax  irregular.    The  Brec- 

what  It  wanted  had  come  and  gone,  defeated  by  the 
cunning  of  Miss  Aphra-very  clever  woman,  Miss  Aphra 
—and  the  cheerful,  innocent  brutahty  of  Dr.  Hector 
There  was  still  talk  about  us,  no  doubt,  but  desul-' 
tmry-some  semblance  of  action,  too.  In  fine.  Uttle 
real  work  was  bemg  done,  -hen  our  provisions  began 
to  get  scarce  down  below  in  tne  old  stone  storehoiwes 
01  tne  monks. 

Indwd  so  far  as  I  was  concerned.  I  should  have 
starved  if  Elsie  Stennis,  who  was  still  occasionaUv 
remembered,  had  not  pushed  through  the  bolt  hol«s 
long  strips  of  the  home-made  loaves  with  which  Mad 

l^\^^^^^^?-  As  for  water,  she  had  a  spoon 
tied  to  the  end  of  the  iron  rod;  and  I  took  it  as  a  babe 
does  pap.  It  was.  I  am  free  to  say.  most  kindly  done. 
For  at  no  time  had  she  too  much  for  herself,  and 
though  I  do  not  make  too  much  of  a  thing  like  that 
neither  on  the  other  hand,  do  I  forget  it.  After  a 
long,  sleepless  night  of  thought.  I  resolved  that  the 
very  next  evening  I  should  borrow  the  iron  rod  from 
Elsie,  which  had  formerly  been  used  as  a  rake  shaft 
01  the  bakery  furnace. 

hnU^VfS!^  '*  *°  ""^  *^°"e^  ^^^  communicating 
hole.  But  there  was  a  hooked  handle  at  the  end  which 
preventtti  it  coming  all  the  way  till  Elsie  in  her  dark 
aipboard  had  made  a  hole  sufficiently  large  to  push 
It  hrough  ;  while  I,  with  Elsie's  knife,  cut  out  a  piece 
of  the  wooden  hning  of  my  cell  so  that  it  could  again  be 
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fitted  in  to  avoid  suspicion.    Then  I  had  a  thoroughly 
strong  bar  of  iron  in  my  possession,  with  which,  con- 
siderably elated,  I  began  to  make  a  way  through  into 
Elsie's  room.    But  it  was  slow  work.    The  knife  had 
first  to  be  serrated  on  the  back  to  form  a  kind  of  rough 
saw.    I  did  this  with  a  sort  of  projecting  tooth  or 
claw  of  the  rake  handle,  where  it  had  been  broken  off. 
And  I  own  that  the  work  was  not  without  a  certain 
charm  of  its  own.    In  my  youth  I  remember— to  my 
shame— to  have  carried  the  life  of  a  certain  Count  of 
Monte  Cnsto— whose  name  I  have  not  met  with  else- 
where, but  with  whom  I  should  much  have  liked  to 
have  had  business  relations— under  my  waistcoat  to 
school.     He  appears  to  have  been,  like  us,  a  prisoner. 
And  his  account  of  how  he  pierced  thick  walls  was  not 
wholly  without  interest.    I  wished  I  had  kept  the 
notes  I  made  in  my  pocket-book  reporting  his  manner 
of  procedure.    It  was  from  him,  for  instance,  that 
1  got  the  idea  of  the  rook's  feather,  while  the  jackdaws 
chunnenng  to  themselves  up  above  and  occasionally 
descending  to  peck,  did  the  rest. 

Ultimately  I  was  enabled  to  cut  through  the  wooden 
hnmg  of  my  ceU,  only  to  find  the  wall  behind  of  soUd 
masonry,  but  with  the  lime  hopefully  crumbly  round  the 
little  holes  by  which  the  bars  passed  into  Elsie's  cup- 
board. *^ 

All  this  took  some  time,  and  I  required  the  help  of 
Miss  Stennis  at  every  step.  I  fear  some  nights  the 
young  lady  did  not  get  much  sleep,  for  every  particle 
of  d6bns— stone,  Ume,  sawdust— had  to  be  conveyed 
through  the  narrow  holes  made  for  the  leg  bolts,  then 
taken  up  m  the  pahns  of  her  hands  and  conveyed  to  the 
httle  trapdoor  behind  her  bed  beneath  which  was  the 
flowing  water.    It  was  not  much  of  an  operation  on 
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my  side—rough  work,  ill  done-and  had  any  man  in 
my  employ  tried  to  pass  off  such  workmanship  on  me, 
1  should  have  showed  him  round  the  yard  with  the 
^S-,,°^-  '"^  *^*-ay'  and  out  at  the  front  gate,  too  ! 
btill,  It  was  done,  which  was  the  main  thing.    And 
alter  I  had  bethought  me  to  widen  the  two  bolt  holes 
by  making  them  one-all,  that  is,  except  the  pieces  of 
wood  which  hid  the  tunnel  on  either  side— the  work 
went  on  much  faster.    You  see,  I  was  always  in  fear 
Of  Mad  Jeremy  or  somebody  coming  to  search.     But 
^  a  matter  of  fact,  nobody  looked  near  me,  and  on 
iJsies  side  she  was  protected  by  the  dark  cupboard. 

r  :  1*  Z^  ^"^'^  *°  ^^"^^  "°**^»"S  to  chance,  and  to 
treat  Mad  Jeremy,  with  his  wild  eyes  and  insane  freaks, 
as  If  he  had  been  the  most  smnicious  of  jailers. 

But  any  one  who  gives  the  1  tter  a  thought  will  see 
m  what  a  humiUating  position  I  was  placed,  utterly 
lorgotten,  as  it  seemed,  even  by  those  who  had  taken 
possession  of  my  cheque  in  order  to  compel  me  to  sign  it. 
Was  It  possible,  I  asked  myseM,  that  they  had  found 
some  one  to  forge  my  signature,  negotiated  it  at  a 
distance,  and  fled  with  the  proceeds?  Of  Mad  Jeremy 
1  stiU  had  news.  For  at  intervals  he  suppUed  Miss 
btennis  with  food,  sometimes  days  old,  for  it  was  but 
seldom  that  he  baked  now;  and  though  the  weather 
was  milder  without,  both  Elsie's  ceU  and  mine  became 
much  less  comfortable,  though  not,  so  far  as  I  could 
observe,  damp. 

It  was  evidently  a  period  of  great  excitement  with 
the  lunatic  who  had  constituted  himself  our  caretaker 
Putting  my  ear  to  the  excavation,  I  could  hear  him 
whisthng  and  smging  whUe  he  was  in  the  chamber 
behind  the  oven  talking  to  Elsie.  Once  I  heard  him 
playing  upon  some  instrument,  which  sounded  like  the 
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bagpipes,  but  was  in  reality  his  precious  fiddle.  And 
I  will  say  that  I  lay  and  gripped  my  nails  into  my  hands 
in  impotent  anger  to  think  that  there  was,  according  to 
my  most  accurate  measiurements,  at  least  a  foot  of 
stone  and  lime,  laid  with  burned  shell  and  sand  as  only 
the  old  monks  knew  how,  all  to  pick  out  piecemeal  with 
the  point  of  my  weapon  before  I  could  be  of  the  shghtest 
use  to  the  yoxmg  lady  in  the  case  of  an  attack. 

Once  it  was  evident  that  Jeremy  had  been  listening 
at  the  door.  He  opened  upon  me  suddenly  and  de- 
manded what  was  that  knocking  he  had  heard? 
I  answered  that  I  was  trying  to  attract  attention  to  the 
fact  that  I  had  been  several  da5^  without  either  food 
or  water.    He  looked  at  me  suspiciously,  and  said — 

"  It  sounded  more  like  somebody  beating  a  tune  !  " 

I  turned  over  immediately,  and,  with  my  knuckles 
as  far  away  as  possible  from  the  boards  I  had  been  so 
long  patiently  sawing  out,  I  tattooed  the  measure  of 
"The  Wind  that  Shakes  the  Barley,"  the  identical 
tune  the  madman  had  been  playing  in  Elsie's  chamber. 

"  Oh  !  "  he  cried,  "  can  you  fiddle  ?  " 

"  No,"  said  I,  "  but  I  have  a  good  ear,  and  I  used 
to  be  able  to  foot  it  in  my  day !  " 

"  So,"  he  said,  "  then  you  shall  have  a  bite  and  a  sup 
for  that.  I  had  thought  you  were  only  an  old  penny- 
worth-o'-snuff  money-grabber ! " 

And  along  with  the  provisions  he  fetched  in  his  fiddle, 
and  played  me  nearly  out  of  my  reason,  for  two  mortal 
hoiurs.  Like  nothing  human  it  was,  and  I,  all  the  time 
with  my  toes  pressed  to  my  ill-fitting  sawed  panel,  fear- 
ful, that  it  would  fall  outward  and  reveal  the  work  on 
yfiax^  I  had  been  engaged.  I  declare  I  would  rather  have 
supped  with  Elsie  out  of  the  spoon  tied  to  the  oven  rake. 


*  i 


CHAPTER   XXVII 
HARRIET  CAW  ON  CLERICAL  CELIBACY 

{Narrative  continued  by  Joe  Yarrow,  Junior) 

1HAVE  put  my  father's  writing,  just  as  it  came 
from  his  hand,  into  this  place.  It  will  give  a 
better  idea  of  the  uncertain  condition  of  those  two, 
sequestrated  underground,  than  any  mere  description. 
I  will  now  go  on  to  tell  how  things  were  going  at 
Breckonside. 

^^  Our  house  in  the  village  had  a  name.  It  was  called 
"  The  Mount,"  but  for  the  most  part  of  people  it  was 
"  Yarrow's."  Just  "  Yarrow's."  The  house  had,  of 
course,  a  different  entrance  from  the  shop,  and  the 
retail  shop  again  was  quite  distinct  from  the  wholesale 
business.  For  most  of  the  small  dealers  in  the  villages 
between  Breckonside  and  Longtown,  besides  many  even 
toward  the  bigger  towns  of  East  Dene  and  Thoreby,  were 
dependent  on  my  father  for  their  supplies.  You  see, 
he  had  his  finger  upon  the  state  of  everybody's  purse, 
and  could  give  longer  credit,  and  in  a  more  human  way, 
than  the  great  firms  who  depended  upon  their  yearly 
turnover,  and  must  have  their  money  every  three 
months. 

Still,  on  the  whole,  I  know  no  man  who  was  more 
generally  respected  than  my  father.  He  was  essentially 
a  business  man,  but  he  mixed  much  kindness  therewith. 
To  find  him  had  been  my  continual  desire.    Along  with 
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Peter  Kemp  and  Davie  Elshiner,  both  apt  at  the  search 
of  the  woods,  I  had  explored  every  ruin  within  a  distance 
of  five  miles  of  Breckonside.  We  discovered  nothing. 
No  second  jackdaw,  trailing  an  extra  tail  feather,  came 
within  reach  of  Peter's  gun.  Indeed,  my  father  was 
otherwise  employed  than  in  bird  catching.  Events 
were  hastening  fast  along  in  that  underground  tunnel 
which  had  been  discovered  and  utilized  by  Mad  Jeremy 
Orrin  and  his  master.  Hobby  Stennis. 

About  this  time  Mr.  Ablethorpe  came  pretty  often  to 
see  us.  He  liked,  I  think,  to  explain  his  views  to 
Constantia  Caw,  who  languished  up  at  him  with  eyes 
each  the  size  of  a  pigeon's  egg.  He  even  fetched  Mr. 
De  la  Poer  to  help  in  the  task  of  proving  io  the  two  girls 
that  there  was  only  one  apostolic  succession,  and  that 
they—Mr.  Ralph  Ablethorpe  and  Cecil  De  la  Poer— 
had  it. 

Mr.  Dela  Poer  was  a  tall,  slim,  lantern-jawed  young 
man,  with  a  dense  mass  of  straight  black  hair,  which 
gave  him  tb*  look  of  a  popular  actor  of  the  new  Shake- 
spearean Society,  university  extension  sort.  But  for 
all  that  he  had  strong  views,  Mr.  Cecil  De  la  Poer,  in 
matters  connected  with  his  profession.  Not  an  ounce 
of  hypocrisy  about  him  any  more  than  the  Hayfork. 
For  instance,  he  confided  to  Miss  Harriet  Caw,  who  up 
to  that  moment  had  listened  to  him  with  considerable 
sympathy,  real  or  assumed,  that  he  was  fi  mly  resolved 
never  to  marry. 

Whereupon  the  young  woman  got  up  in  the  most 
sprightly,  stage  miUanaidish  manner,  caught  her  gown 
on  both  sides,  swept  him  the  approved  courtesy  and 
sang — 

"  •  Nobody  axed  you.  sir,'  she  said.  '  sir,'  she  said. 

'  sir,'  she  said  ; 
'  Nobody  axed  you,  sir,'  she  said." 
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Then  she  went  to  her  sister,  and  pretending  to  weep 

S^L^".!*^"''^,^y  *^«  ^^<^'  ^^S.  "Come  a^y! 
Stancy~,t  b  aU  over.  They  won't  marry  us-they 
have  taken  a  vow  not  to  !  "  "=»— mey 

sisti  "^fhC  ^'"^  Constantia.  looking  severely  at  her 
sister,  that  you  would  not  be  so  ridiculous.  I  was 
quite  mterested  in  what  Mr.  Ablethorpe  was  telling  me 

about-about  the  council  of-council  of-whatever- 
II — was  1 

«„?^r^^*  ^ll^°'  ^""^^  °^  ^  handkerchief  by  this  time, 
and  was  sobbmg  most  desolately  into  it.    She  had 
deftly  taken  it  out  of  Mr.  De  la  Poer's  tail  pocket 
wh^  a  bit  of  it  generally  showed.  ^      ' 

«,iffh!'*f'l^^^*'*'^*'"^^^*^'"s^««^<i' pointing 
though  entirely  conscious  that  he  was  looking  a  fool 
l^kX^c.^'^"*  "^  '^°^  ^  ''"^  masses^dte 
"And  I  never  asked  him,"  continued  Harriet  •  "  I 
woirid  scorn  suchanaction.  Idareyoutosaythatrdid!" 
m^t  "^f^l  ^'-  ^^  ^  ^°^"  ^^  »°^te'  ^  indeed  he 
th^ri  J  '"'^  treatment  of  his  person  and 

simn'^m?  Constantia.  it's  all  because  we  are  two 
ample  httle  London  girls," she  said, "that  they  have 
Dera  playmg  with  our  young  affections  !  " 

culprit^^*  ^^^""^^  ^  ''^^'  ^"""^  ^^^"^  '"^^^^y  ^""'^  °"  *^« 
"  And  how  about  Peter's  wife's  mother,  lying  sick 

viu  don'. '  ":'''  T't  *""«^Ph-°«y-  "  I  sup^  that 
you  don  t  set  up  to  be  any  better  than  him  ?    And  if 

rL  %?^^'  "'°**'^'"'  ^""'^^y  h^  had  a  wife,  too? 
come  on,  Stancy,  you  see  he  has  not  a  word  to  say  I 
have  a  mother,  too.  and  if  she  were  here,  she  would  not 
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permit  her  daughter  to  be  thus  insulted.  She  would 
have  his  eyes  out  with  her  knitting  needles — the  crochet 
ones  with  the  hooks  on  the  top  I  " 

"  I  shall  not  do  any  such  thing,  Harriet,"  said  her 
sister  calmly.  "  I  think  you  are  very  absurd.  Please 
don't  mind  her,  Mr.  De  la  Poer.  Sit  down,  and  help 
Mr.  Ablethorpe  to  explain  about  the  Council  of  Trent, 
while  Harriet  gets  Grace  Rigley  waked  up  to  the  idea 
that  she  is  to  bring  in  tea  for  four." 

But  Mr.  De  la  Poer  had  had  enough.  He  had 
never  been  so  treated  in  his  life  before,  and  somehow, 
even  Mr.  Ablethorpe's  exposition  of  the  Council  of 
Trent  was  not  quite  the  same  thing  with  Mr.  De  la 
Poer  sitting  sulking  there  with  his  palms  pressed 
between  his  knees  and  his  eyes  noting  the  pattern 
on  the  carpet. 

So  the  two  young  men  went  out,  and  it  was  not 
till  he  was  on  his  bicycle,  and  moimting  the  hill  toward 
Over  Breckonton,  that  Mr.  De  la  Poer  began  to  find 
excuses  for  that  inexcusable  girl.  After  all,  brought 
up  as  she  had  been  in  a  Presbyterian  household,  with- 
out any  training,  even  in  the  catechism,  what  could 
one  expect,  he  thought. 

Well,  as  he  entered  his  lonely  lodgings,  to  find  the 
fire  out  and  the  smell  of  the  hastily  trimmed  paraffin 
lamp  turned  low  on  the  table,  I  suppose  he  thought  that 
it  might  have  done  no  harm  if,  after  all,  he  had  waited 
for  tea  in  the  comfortable  house  at  "  Yarrow's." 
And  as  he  was  pouring  the  water  into  a  cup'of  cocoa — 
which,  when  tasted,  turned  out  to  be  lukewarm  and 
tasting  of  coal  oil— maybe  Mr.  De  la  Poer  began  to 
think  that  a  bright  young  person  in  a  house  to  see  to 
things  in  general  would  be  a  decided  acquisition — as  a 
sister. 
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it  ^^^A^^7'^'  ?'^  *°  ^^^  prejudices  of  society. 
i^rS  ^,^^*  *o  P^^^POse  this  arrangement  to 
Miss  Harriet  Caw  and  her  parents,  Mr.  De  la  Poer 
finked  his  butterless  bread  (he  was  severe  with  him- 
seM  in  matters  of  fasting),  and  arranged  a  paper  shade 
cut  irom  a  church  newspaper,  so  that  it  feU  at  the  right 
angle.  He  then  set  himself  dolefully  enough  to  com- 
p<»e  a  Sunday's  sermon,  which,  as  may  be  supposed, 
did  not  enhven  the  scanty  company  of  Over  Breckon- 
toners  who  Ustened  to  it  on  Sunday. 

After  he  was  gone,  Mr.  Ablethorpe  came  round 
to  the  office  to  see  me.  Our  office  was  at  the  right 
01  the  shop,  as  it  were,  connecting  the  wholesale 
and  the  retad  departments,  having  a  window  looking 

llfl  Y^  ^^}^^'  ^^  8"*^*  °"  keeping  his  whole 
estabUshment  under  his  own  eye. 

Now.  I  had  charge  of  the  shop  books  during  the 
temporary  absence  of  Mr.  Brown,  who  did  not.  indeed, 
concern  hmiself  much'  with  anything  so  petty  as  the 

YOU  see.  I  had  never  given  up  hope  of  seeing  my 
father  walk  m  with  his  sharp,  decided  tread,  and  ask 
to  see  the  ledger.  Then  he  would  find  everything 
posted,  and  that  would  be  my  triumph. 

♦k™  *''^..??®  *°  ^  y°"'  Joseph."  said  Mr.  Able- 
inorpe ;  i  have  something  to  say  to  you  which  I 
have  been  pondering  over  for  a  long  time  " 

I  began  to  wonder  if  he  had  changed  his  mind  about 
marrying  and  was  actually  going  to  ask  me  for  Con- 
stantia  s  hand.  This  made  me  feel  more  "  Head  of  the 
House     than  ever. 

AKwl  '*  T  ^"^^^^  q^te  different,  and  Mr. 
Abte^horpe  brought  me  down  to  earth  again  with  a 
whop,  as  if  I  had  fallen  from  the  store  rafters. 

16 
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"  I  have  been  able  to  arrange  about  the  three  poor 
creatures,  Honorine,  Camilla,  and  Sidonia  Orrin.  They 
will  be  in  safety  with  the  Good  Sisters  of  the  Weak- 
minded  at  Thorsby.  There  is,  therefore,  no  longer 
any  object  in  withholding  from  you  my  confidence. 
I  am  morally  certain  that  carrier  Harry  Foster  has 
been  foully  murdered,  and  his  body  concealed.  Further, 
my  dear,  dear  boy,  I  fear  that  I  cannot  now  give  you 
much  hope  of  a  different  fate  for  your  father " 

"  There  I  differ  from  you,"  said  I  stoutly. 

"  I  am  glad  to  hear  it,"  he  said  quietly ;  "  but 
I  should  like  to  know  the  reason  of  your  confi- 
dence." 

"  Because  of  the  message ;  because  my  father  is  so 
strong  and  brave  ;  and  because — ^because  I  am  certain 
he  is  not  dead  !    And  then  Elsie  !  " 

He  lifted  his  hand  as  if  to  pray  me  nc  to  go  into 
that  question.    At  this  I  fired  up. 

"  I  have  heard  many  things,"  he  b^an  ;  "  a  man 
in  my  position  does  !  " 

"  Never  anything  against  Elsie !  "  I  was  heated, 
and  shouted. 

"  Certainly  not  I  Though  of  another  communion 
she  has  always " 

"  Well,  then,  say  no  more  " — I  stamped  my  foot — 
"  she  has  suffered  the  same  fate  as  my  father.  That 
accursed  house  has  something  to  do  with  it.  As 
yet  I  do  not  know  what.  But  something !  She  has 
not  gone  away  from  Breckonside  without  letting  her 
friends  know.  I  will  not  listen  to  that  from  you  or 
any  other  man,  Mr.  Ablethorpe  !  " 

"  You  will  not  have  to  listen  to  it,"  said  he  gently, 
clapping  me  meanwhile  on  the  far  shoulder.  "  You  are 
a  good  fellow,  Joe,  and  I  am  proud  to  count  myself 
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iT^/''?![  fronds.  You  have  a  sort  of  sneaking 
Utjng  for  the  Old  Hayfork,  haven't  you.  Joe?  "    ^ 

K.^  ""^.^f  "^^y  ^*  'P°^^-  A  ^«"ow  one  couldn't 
be  waxy  with  long.  I  told  him  Yes.  And  I  thinkhe 
knew  how  much  I  liked  him  by  what  it  cost  me  to  get 

"  Yes.  Joe,  we  do  very  well."  he  went  on,  "  and  I 
dare  say  you  have  not  forgotten  the  time  I  sent  you 
up  the  drain  pipe,  and  the  little  rings  you  found  ?  " 

The  matter  had  never  whoUy  slipped  my  memory, 

w^^lV      °*h«^-"»ystery  pUed  on  mystery,  as  it 
w«-e--had  made  me  think  less  often  about  it 
1  told  him  so. 

"WeU."  said  he.  "I  know  more  about  it  now 
^ough-as  you  say-not  yet  all.  It  is  necessary  to 
vj^ait  a  httle  before  I  have  all  the  strings  in  my^ds 
This  however,  I  will  tell  you.  The  httle  r^^ou 
found  wen.  those  of  the  mail  bags  which  we^tokn 
out  o  Harry  Peter's  cart!  They  had  been  half  fuseS 
in  a  fum^e  and  afterwards  hidden  in  the  place  where 
you  found  them."  ^ 

■-^i^t'n^^T7  ^'^'''^'    "^  you  think  that 
pthat  Hany  Foster  was  there  too-up  there  where 

hT7\^' *T'^  ^*^*  ^^  fr°°^  th«  BackwaterT ' 
He  shook  his  head. 

"  No,"  he  said,  "  ihe  rings  had  passed  through  some 
H^  '•  '•    ^  "^^'^  '"^^^y  ^o^d  poor 

w^'tCSl^^'f  "'''°''K*'^"*^^'^^^^«"^hat  he 
was  thmking—it  was  about  my  father 

But  why  not  hand  the  whole  over  to  the  pohce  if 
you^^ow  all  that  about  the  people  at  Dee7Moat 
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He  laid  his  hand  on  mine  and  patted  it. 

"  I  learned  Lng  ago  not  to  confound  the  innocent  with 
the  guilty,"  he  said.  "  Besides,  it  is  only  now  that  even 
I  begin  to  see  little  more  clearly.  And  the  police  did 
little  enough  when  they  were  here.  I  suppose  you 
would  have  me  deUver  the  rings  to  old  Codling,  and 
see  him  crawl  up  the  tunnel  as  you  did  ?  " 

I  saw  that  it  was  no  use  to  contradict  Mr.  Ablethorpe 
for  the  present.  He  had  still  the  detective  fever  upon 
him,  and  his  manoeuvring  had  been  for  the  purpose  of 
getting  the  poor  "  naturals  "  out  of  harm's  way,  when 
he  should  be  ready  to  denounce  the  guilty. 

"  By  the  way,"  he  said,  "  do  you  know  that  for  the 
moment  I  am  at  a  standstill  ?  Old  Hobby  Stennis  has 
gone  of!  on  one  of  his  journeys.  And  till  he  comes  back 
I  can  do  nothing.  Your  friend  of  the  snaky  curls  is  in 
sole  possession  of  the  Grange.  Miss  Orrin  has  dis- 
appeared. It  must  be  a  sweet  spot  1  Hello,  what's 
that  ?  " 

And  through  the  window  of  the  retaU  shop,  now 
bright  with  the  extra  lighting  of  Saturday  night,  we  saw 
Mad  Jeremy.  He  was  bending  over  several  melodeons 
which  Tom  Hunt,  our  first  shopman,  had  handed[down 
to  him,  picking  up  one  with  a  knowing  air,  trying  the 
keys  and  stops,  his  ringlets  falling  about  his  ears,  a 
cunning  smile  on  his  lips,  and  his  little,  quick,  suspicious 
eyes  darting  this  vray  and  that  to  see  whether  or  not 
he  was  observed. 

At  last  his  choice  fell  on  a  most  gorgeous  instrument, 
one  that  had  just  come  in .  He  asked  the  price,  chaffed  a 
a  while  for  the  form,  and  then,  drawing  out  a  fat,  well- 
filled  pocket-book,  slapped  down  in  payment  a  Qydes- 
dale  bank-note  for  a  hundred  pounds  I 


CHAPTER   XXVIII 

SATURDAY,  THE  TENTH  OF  FEBRUARY 

'T»HIS  was  on  the  evening  of  Saturday,  the  tenth  of 
X  February,  a  day  never  to  be  forgotten  by  me  and 
ilnT^K-Tu-  ^  ^  tO'  to  plac.  here  in  ider^e 
TtT  'T^^^J'^PP^^^^  both  at  Deep  Moat  Grange  and 
at  Breckonside  during  the  succeeding  forty^ight  hours 
Of  com^,  there  is  some  part  that  cin  o^  be  guS 
a^  and  part  is  known  solely  by  the  maunderii^Ta 
OTminal  mamac.  But  still,  I  think,  I  have  now  got 
the  whole  pretty  straight-as  straight  as  it  will  ever  be 

^^Z.°°p'''''^'*^r    At  any  rate,  it  is  my  account 
or  none.    For  no  one  eke  can  know  what  I  know 

stanH.!^;  .A^^^f  ^^^^'P^  ^^^  inionaed  me,  he  was  at  a 
M^S^K^^c^  researches.    And  the  reason  was  that 

caBed,  had  departed  on  one  of  his  frequent  journeys 

So  much   was  true.    The  master  of  Deep  Moat 

Grange  had  mdeed  been  absent  for  three  daj^.    But 

^«^*  S.u^  *^°  disgusted  to  find  the  house 
empty  Probably,  also,  he  was  in  a  very  bad  temp^ 
owmg  to  the  failure  of  some  combination  or  other  he  h^ 
counted  upon.  He  found  nothing  prepared  for  Ws 
reception.    Miss  Orrin  and  her  sisters  were  gone,  and 

Now,  of  aU  times  for  arriving  from  a  journey  the  fore- 
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noon  is  the  worst.  In  the  evening  one  dines.  Later, 
one  may  have  supper.  Later  still,  one  sleeps.  In  the 
morning  everybody  is  astonished,  and  says :  "  How 
brisk  and  early  you  are  to-day !  "  This  pleases  you, 
and  you  step  about  the  place  and  come  in  ^arp-set  for 
breakfast.  But  in  the  forenoon  it  is  a  long  time  till 
lunch  or  dinner.  Every  one  is  busy.  The  clothes  in 
which  you  have  attempted  to  sleep  feel  as  if  filled  with 
fine  sand.  You  want  to  kick  somebody,  and  if  there  is 
nobody  whom  you  can  reasonably  kick,  you  feel  worse. 

Well,  this  is  how  Hobby  felt.  He  wanted  breakfast, 
and  Mad  Jeremy  informed  him  that  there  was  no  bread. 
If  he  wanted  any  he  could  act  as  baker  and  bake  a  batch 
for  himself. 

"  Go  and  get  me  Something  to  eat,  you  rascal !  "  cried 
Mr.  Stennis  threateningly.  And  as  he  raised  his  riding- 
whip,  J«remy  cowered.  But  it  was  with  his  body  only. 
His  eyes  kept  on  those  of  his  master,  and  they  were 
those  of  a  beast  that  has  not  been  conquered— or,  if 
vanquished,  not  subdued. 

With  impish  spitefulness  he  set  about  gathering  to- 
gether all  the  orts  and  scraps  of  his  own  various  dis- 
organized meals,  and  brought  them  in,  piled  on  a  plate, 
to  his  master.  Hobby  Stennis  was  in  no  mood  for 
amusement.  He  had  his  riding-whip  still  in  his  hand. 
He  raised  it,  and,  as  one  would  strike  a  hound,  he  lashed 
Jeremy  across  the  face.  The  madman  did  not  flinch — 
he  only  stood,  with  a  certain  semblance  of  meekness, 
shutting  his  eyes  as  the  blows  descended,  as  a  dog  might. 
Once,  twice,  thrice,  the  whip  cut  across  cheek  and  brow 
and  jaw.  Jeremy  put  up  his  fingers  to  feel  the  weals 
whidi  rose  red  and  angry.  But  he  said  nothing.  Only 
his  eyes  followed  his  master  as  he  went  out. 

BIr.  Stennis,  still  furiously  angry,  threw  plate  and 
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contents  out  of  the  window.  They  fell  in  the  muddy, 
ill-cpjied-for  yard.  The  plate  shivered,  and  Jeremy, 
after  whimpering  a  little  like  a  punished  child,  went 
outside  also,  got  on  his  knees,  and  patiently  gathered 
thein  together  again,  swinging  his  head  with  the  pitiable 
and  impotent  vengeance  of  a  child.  Only  Mad  Jeremy 
was  very  far  indeed  from  being  a  child. 

Muttering  to  himself,  Mr.  Stennis  strode  away  across 
the  drawbridge,  which  still  bore  the  footmarks  of  the 
mob  which,  in  the  time  of  his  illness,  had  crossed  and 
recrossed  it.  Part  of  the  balustrade  had  been  kicked 
away,  and  hung  by  a  tough  twisted  oak  splinter, 
yawning  over  the  Moat  to  the  swirl  of  the  wet  February 
wind. 

He  walked  'orward,  never  hesitating  a  moment,  his 
switch  still  in  his  hand,  cutting  at  the  brownish  last 
year's  brackens  which,  having  doubled  over  halfway  up 
the  stem,  now  trailed  their  broad  leaves  in  the  bleak, 
black  February  sop. 

Straight  for  Mr.  Ball's  the  master  of  the  Grange  took 
his  way.  He  followed  the  narrow  path  which,  skirting 
the  Backwater,  crosses  a  field,  and  then  drops  over  the 
high  March  dike  into  the  road  quite  close  to  the  cottage 
of  Mr.  Bailiff  Ball.  It  was  ahnost  dinner-time,  and  with 
a  word  Mr.  Stennis  explained  the  situation.  Mrs.  Ball 
swept  all  the  too  genial  horde  of  children  into  the 
kitchen,  and  set  herself  to  serve  a  meal  to  the  owner  of 
the  Grange  and  his  bailiff. 

The  first  plateful  of  Scots  broth,  with  its  stieve 
sustenance  of  peas,  broad  beans,  and  carrots,  together 
with  curly  greens  and  vegetables  ahnost  without  num- 
ber, put  some  heart  into  Mr.  Stennis— though  his  anger 
against  Jeremy  for  the  insult  offered  to  him  in  his  own 
house  did  not  in  the  least'cool. 
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"  I  always  like  broth  that  a  man  can  eat  conveniently 
with  knife  and  fork,"  said  Mr.  Ball,  striving  to  be 
agreeable.    "  Let  me  give  you  another  plateful,  sir." 

3ut  Mr.  Stennis  decUned.  The  thou^t  of  Jeremy 
and  his  plate  of  orts  returned  to  his  mind  and  he  choked 
anew  with  anger. 

"  I  will  teach  him  I  "  he  said  ak>ud,  frowning  and 
pursing  his  mouth. 

Mr.  Ball  was  far  too  wise  a  man  to  ask  a  questicm.  He 
kept  his  place,  worked  the  out-farms,  deserved  tl^ 
confidence  of  his  master,  and  convinced  all  the  world 
that  he  had  nothing  to  do  with  the  ill-doings  of  the 
garrison  at  the  "  Big  Hoose  "  by  carefully  guarding 
his  speech.  As  a  matter  of  fact,  he  made  it  his  business 
to  know  nothing  except  in  which  field  to  sow  turnips, 
and  the  probable  price  he  would  get  for  the  wintering 
sheep  that  ate  them  out  of  the  furrows. 

Never  was  a  man  better  provided  with  deaf  and  blind 
sides  than  Mr.  Bailiff  Ball.  And,  being  a  man  with  a 
family,  he  had  need  of  them  at  Deep  Moat  Grange. 

So  he  did  not  inquire  who  it  was  that  Mr.  Hobby 
Stennis  meant  to  teach,  nor  yet  what  was  the  nature  of 
the  proposed  lesson.  If  knowledge  is  power,  carefully 
cultivated  ignorance  sometimes  does  not  lack  a  certain 
power  also. 

Mr.  Stennis  ate  of  the  boiled  mutton  which  followed, 
and  of  the  boiled  cabbage  withal — of  potatoes,  mealy 
and  white,  such  as  became  the  bailiff  of  sev^al  large 
unlet  farms,  and  a  man  whose  accounts  had  never  been 
called  in  question  by  so  much  as  a  farthing. 

Mr.  Stennis  ate  of  pancakes  with  jam  rolled  inside, 
and  of  pancakes  on  which  the  butter  fairly  danced  upon 
the  saffron  and  russet  surfaces,  so  hot  were  they  from 
the  pan.    He  drank  pure  water.    He  refused  to  smoke. 
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Then  7^,  "•"•>■«-«  "an  without  vkts. 

of  bullocks,  otJ^Z^,  °"*,  ""*^  "''^  P"«' 

Nether  La^  Uffl  J^   n""'*  """''*  "*°  l-^'  <"•  <•'« 

But  he  w^nS^ti^t^TflrK  *""'''  "^  «""'• 
»fter  two  o'clock   Mr^  f  ?  •"■"  «>•    **  '"'• 

T*  *  ♦  « 

it  was  not  the  leasi  of  EUi^'c  *».«»ui     ^    , 
"  nice  "  in  the  back  h^lf  n/.l       ^^^'  ^"^  ^^^P  ^'''"^'l^ 
bakehouse      Soan  sh.  h  i     '  T"^"  ^^""'  °«^  t^e 

indeed  to  being  mdlv  wJf^  !  .  ""'  ""  ''">' "«" 
days,  but  iT^S.hlfr^  '""^'"  '•"*'»'  ^''al 
he  h^d  set  thefa^i  **  """  ^'"^  Saturday  morning 

par.  a  blh  :/S   'Sh^"  '/'  "T ^  *°  P"" 

strangely  unsettle  He  hlT^^*"^'  "'  ''f  >«'" 
on  Eki«»  A«^„  u  ■     •  looked  m  several  times 

Ull^  CI  b^Tf  J"  "  "'*  "^hing  soda  for  hS 

had  h7menttonTw  ^'iL,*''"'"  °"  ^^^  °«»«*" 
mentioned  her    feUow-prisoner,  my  father. 
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And  he,  on  his  part,  had  strictly  forbidden  Elsie  to  say 
anything  of  their  converse  one  with  another.  Not  that 
Elsie  would  have  done  that  in  any  case.  She  had  too 
much  the  instinct  of  plajdng  the  game. 

Usually  when  Jeremy  came  in,  he  would  bring  with 
him  a  Jew's-harp,  and,  curling  himself  up  in  one  comer 
of  the  settle,  he  would  extract  tunes  from  that  limited 
instrumen*  'vith  a  strange  weird  combination  of  voice 
and  twai-j  A  the  metallic  tongue. 

Or  with  a  mandolin,  of  which  he  had  somehow 
become  posessed,  he  would  lean  against  the  table, 
stretch  his  long  legs,  shake  back  his  snaky  curb,  swing- 
ing his  body  to  and  fro,  and  improvise  such  music  as 
never  has  been  heard  on  earth  before. 

But  ever  and  anon,  between  bursts  of  strange  melody 
— ^for  there  was  a  certain  attraction  in  every  soimd  he 
produced — ^he  would  return  to  the  subject  of  the  new 
cargo  of  melodeons  which  had  just  been  received  at 
Yarrow's,  down  in  the  village.  He  would  have  one 
he  declared*  whatever  old  Hobby  might  say,  the  skin- 
flint— who  would  not  let  poor  Jeremy  have  a  single 
goldpiece  of  all  he  had  won  for  him  by  his  own  strong 
hands. 

He  would  let  him  see,  however,  when  he  came  back, 
who  was  master.  And  if  he  would  not,  then  he, 
Jeremy  Orrin,  knew  somebody — perhaps  not  so  far 
away — ^who  would  give  him  not  only  one,  but  many 
melodeons,  for  one  smell  of  the  fresh  air. 

Elsie  had  the  presence  of  mind  not  to  appear  to  under- 
stand that  he  meant  my  father.  It  was,  evidently,  one 
of  Jeremy's  worst  days.  And  Elsie  wished  that  she  had 
been  able  to  get  her  knife  back  from  my  f  ^.ther,  who  had 
borrowed  it  the  night  before  for  a  special  piece  of 
filing.    The  work  was  approaching  completion,  but  just 
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n«d  to  b.  cut  iTL  pC  tX"1S''  ""*  '™"''' 
chanrp  nf  fk-  pwces  before  there  was  any 

bread-^  w7^  li    "*  """"S"  ''"  »  P'««  of  made 

hajne.    Guid  tack.  a„-  C^f^L,  j?.'  '^^^ 
dofa^  S*  """^  """P"^"'^  as  he  had  been 

^"^uS'e:;^pSStr.'4"tta„a:^;  ^^^ 

Im  am  hand  he  gied  it  him  I  "  "anO-ay.  w, 

ending™  toe  ^Zrrf'lh"''*'"™  *"«  *«  "'l-er. 
"-s  ai  toe  comsr  of  the  jaw  beneath  the  ear,  from 
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which  a  drop  of  blood  trickled.    And  he  laughed— 
all  the  time  he  laughed. 

"  A  bonnie  present,"  he  repeated,  "  thmk  ye  not  so. 
bonnic  birdie  ?  Ye  never  gat  the  like,  and  hun  yoiff 
ain  grandfather.  Ah,  but  he's  kind  to  Jeremy  1  And 
Jeremy  will  never  forget  it.  Na-Jeremy  foUowcd  hun, 
hke  pussy  cat  after  a  plate  of  cream,  to  the  March  dyke, 
to  the  very  door  o*  BaUiff  Ball's  house.  Jeremy  wadna 
let  ony  ill  befall  his  maister  this  day.  If  a  wuli,at  a 
Uon,  or  a  bear  had  leaped  upon  Hobby  Stennis,  Jeremy 
wad  hae  strangled  them  like  this-cA»V<-wi'  his  hands 
as  easy  as  onything.  Ay,  he  wad  that  1  For  the  kind 
kind  present  he  fetched  his  faithfu'  servant,  naebody 
shall  lay  a  hand  on  Hobby  Stennis  this  day-except, 
maybe,  Jeremy  himsel'-ay,  maybe  juist  Jeremy 
himsel*.  Ow.  ay,  but  a*  in  the  way  o  kmdness !  the 
same  as  Hobby  limsel' !  " 

And  with  th^  he  picked  up  his  Jews-harp  and 
breathed  a  fierce  anger  and  scorn  into  the  familiar 
words  that  was  positively  shocking  to  listen  U>- 

Be  it  c     r  so  humble, 

There's        i^ace  like  ho-o-o-me. 

And  he  stopped  to  laugh  between  the  lines.  Elsie 
says  that  it  fairly  turned  her  cold  to  hear  him.  Though 
at  that  time  she  had,  as  she  remembers,  no  fear  for 
herself— which,  when  you  come  to  think  of  it,  was  a 
very  curious  circumstance  indeed.  But  then  her  turn 
was  yet  to  come. 

In  Jeremy's  absence,  Elsie  tried  to  tell  my  father 
all  about  it.  But  the  commg  and  going  of  the  madman 
that  day  were  so  uncertain,  and  his  moods  so  dangerous, 
that  she  could  not  get  matters  half  explained ;  nor 
yet  any  advice  from  my  father,  except  not  to  9^ 
the  maniac,  save  in  the  last  extremity.    He  ofteed 
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to  pass  her  back  the  knife,  but  Elsie,  hearing  that  one 
end  of  the  bar  was  already  severed,  and  the  other  weU 
through,  refused,  like  the  Uttle  brick  she  was.  to  take  it. 
Now.  this  part  which  foUows  can  only  be  known 
imperfectly,  because  it  concerns  what  happened  when 
Hobby  Stennis  went  back  to  his  own  house  of  the  Moat 
Grange.  There  were  two  other  sources  of  information 
—Jeremy's  wild  talk  afterwards  to  Elsie,  and  certain 
signs  and  marks  not  easy  of  interpretation,  which, 
however,  tend  to  confirm  in  most  points  the  madman's 
version. 

After  Mad  Jeremy  had  come  back  from  watching 
his  master  carefully  into  the  house  of  the  baiUff,  he 
visited  Elsie,  and  spoke  the  words.  Uttie  reassuring, 
which  I  have  already  written  down. 

Then  going  up  to  the  great  pariour.  out  of  which 
opened  Mr.  Stennis's  weaving-room,  he  lit  a  fire  of 
wood,  which  burned  with  much  cheerful  blaze.  In 
front  of  this  he  sat  down,  with  his  fiddle  in  his  hand. 
He  had  only  drawn  the  bow  across  it.  and  began  to 
tune  up  when  his  master  walked  in. 

Possibly  the  noise  irritated  Hobby  Stennis's  none 
too  steady  nerves.  Possibly,  also,  he  was  nettled 
at  Jeremy's  insistent  request  for  the  loan  of  a  couple 
of  sovereigns  in  order  to  go  down  and  "  price  "  the 
new  cargo  of  melodeons  received  at  Yarrow's,  in  the 
village.  They  had  been  ordered  by  my  father  before 
his  disappearance,  to  satisfy  a  temporary  local  musical 
fever,  and  had  only  just  arrived. 

How  exactly  the  thing  happened  is  not  known,  but, 
at  any  rate,  it  is  certain  that  Mr.  Stennie  refused  to 
give  Jeremy  a  farthing  for  any  such  puqx)se,  and  at 
the  first  sullen  recort  of  the  madman,  turned  fiercely 
upon  him,  wrenched  from  his  hands  the  violin  on  which 
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he  had  been  fitfuUy  playing  and  threw  it  on  the  fire. 
As  the  light  dry  wood  caiight  and  the  varnish  crackled, 
Mr.  Stennis  strode  off,  fuming,  to  his  weaving-room  to 
calm  himself  with  a  turn  at  the  famous  hand-loom. 
He  sat  down  before  it,  and  as  the  shuttle  began  to  pass 
back  and  forth,  his  passion  fell  away  in  proportion  as 
the  fascination  of  the  perfect  handicraft  gained  on  him. 
But  Jeremy  stood  gazing  fixedly  at  the  burning  fiddle 
till  the  last  clear  flame  died  out,  and  in  the  great  fireplace 
only  a  double  couch  of  red  ashes  preserved  the  shape 

of  a  violin. 

But,  meantime,  in  the  weaving-room  the  shuttle 
said  click-clack  in  the  great  silence  which  seemed  to 
have  fallen  all  of  a  sudden  upon  Deep  Moat  Grange. 
In  the  red  light,  Jeremy  stood  erect,  gazing  entranced 
at  the  shape  of  his  beloved  instrument  outlined  on  the 
hearth,  and  following  one  by  one  with  his  forefinger 
the  ridged  weals,  from  his  cheek  to  his  forehead  and 
back  again.  And  aU  about  the  twUight  fell  suddenly 
dim. 
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CHAPTER  XXIX 
THE  CALLING  OF  ELSIE 

N^^'  F^l^'  \Vy  "^^*  °^  Saturday,  the  tenth 
thnrn-K  /       *'^'  ^^^  ^™^  "Pon  Which  Mr.  Ablo 

S„.  *T   ^u  ^"^  *^^"  generous  in  the  matter  of 

in^nlnfl  ^-  u  "^  *^^  ^^^*  "^ner  of  providinR 
U^^^'  ^'  Y.  *l'°"«^*  "P  ^'^"^  Miss  OrT? 

opened  for  her  in  a  summary  manner  with  the  back 
of  his  knife  and  the  toe  of  his  boot 

progress  of  the  adventures  of  the  late  Nicholas  M  D 

of'xnS  "?°n^-^^«  ^ad  led  him  to  tJ^'S 
01   Tnnidad.    In   the    nterests  of  th#.   "  w„**^ 

meSow     Shrh?^  ^T"*  f ?'"">'•  ^  0"  »  English 
in  »h.  »    .       '  '•  *"'  '"'*  ninnmg  together 

forward  occasionaUy,  only  to  be  caught  up  with  f 

se,!tiS°„r"'  "^  **  ""'  magnificent  than  that  pre- 
""uou.     ine  sea  is  nnf  only  changed  from  a 
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light  green  to  a  deep  brown  colour,  but  has  in  an  extra- 
ordinary degree  that  rippling,  confused,  and  whirling 
motion  which  arises  from  the  violence  of  contending 
currents,  and  which  prevail  here  in  so  remarkable 
a  manner,  particularly  at  those  seasons  when  the 
Orinoco  is  swollen  with  periodical  rains,  and  vess«s 
are  frequently  some  days  or  weeks  in  stemming  them, 
or  perhaps  are  irresistibly  borne  before  them  far  out 
of  their  destined  track." 

This  was  not  clear  to  Elsie,  but  she  had  read  the 
passage  so  often  that  the  very  whirling  of  these 
Orinocan  currents,  confused  and  rippling  as  they  were, 
reacted  subtly  on  her  brain.  She  was  just  droppmg 
over  when  a  second  and  yet  more  soothing  paragraph 
caught  her  eyes.  (There  is  nothing  like  a  volume  of 
old  travels  for  putting  one  to  sleep— no  extra  charge 
for  the  prescription.) 

"  The  dark  verdure  of  lofty  mountams,  covered  wttn 
impenetrable  woods  to  the  very  summits,  whence  in 
the  most  humid  of  climates  torrents  impetuously  rush 
through  deep  ravines  to  the  sea"— this,  careft^y 
followed,  beats  sheep  jumping  over  a  stile  all  to  fits 
—"between  rugged  mountains  of  brown  micaceous 
schist"— sch—isssst— final  recovery  — "on  whose 
cavernous  sides  the  eddying  surf  dashes  with  fury. 
From  the  wonderful   discoloration  and  turbidity  ot 
the  water,  Columbus  sagaciously  concluded  that  a 
very  large  river  was  near,  and  consequently— conse- 
qu«it-ly— a  great  continent  1  '  ,,  .     ,     ck. 

But  to  this  continent  Lisie  never  attamed.    bne 
had  succumbed  to  the  sagacity  of  Columbus,  and  ma 
moment  more  her  forehead  rested  peacefuUy  upon  the 
work  of  Mr.  Nicholas.  M.D.,  that  renowned  traveller. 
Let  a  man  or  a  woman  learn  this  passage  by  heart, 
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fo JIl^*  !f^  ""'  ^'^^  he  can  wcaU  it  even  when  he 
foigeto  hia  own  name,  and  it  will  not  be TbT/Lt 
Hte  wUl  Uve  long  in  the  land.    Hi.  sleep  tJanNTsJ^t 

^  rCoTniln^^  ^^  ''  ^  --  -^^' 

Sui  Jl^n^SS^  2^P«  o*  «»•  world 
IIW  ♦«  *K  ^  Mm  to  that  twMte  tleepe - 

Uke  to  the  prose  which  Mr.  Nicholas.  M.D.  wrote  as 
he  approached  the  island  of  Trinidad. 

.a^'in  S!*  J""*  P"*^-    ^y  ^*«»«'  ««i  "d 

.tri^K-r."^--.Ma^^^^^^^^^ 

W^tt?c^  n?  *K  "^^  "tl  *^*  ^^  ^'  °^  ««ht  Which 

EW.^fK  K     K  **i*  ^"P*>oa«J  door.    Beyond  that  sat 

«i?fK  ^*7^  my  father  and  the  sleeping  girl  there 
^U^t  bar  of  iron,  the  upper  part  of  wS^.  ^r^ 
of  wme  tw»t.  was  giving  far  more  difficult;  tt^TTe 

self  heard,  my  father  was  a  witness  of  the  final  scene 

He  had  a  bar  of  iron  against  his  shoulder  and  a^ 
faUfe  m  his  right  hand,  but  for  all  that  he  wm  heWm 

to  r^der  any  assistance  tiU  he  should  have™  S 
the  thick  diagonal  of  metal,  and  so  made  a  3for 
himself  into  the  dark  cupboard.  ^ 

All  at  once,  my  father,  lying  prone  on  his  breast 

his  arms  m  a  most  uncomfortable  position  for  working 
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-being  higher  than  his  head-became  aware  of  an 
additional  light  in  the  room  which  he  could  before  see 
only  dimly  illuminated  by  Elsie  s  candle. 

A  man  had  opened  the  outer  fastenmgs.  fts  dark 
shadow  crossed  the  crack  of  light  which  was  the  edge 
of  the  cupboard  door  ajar.  There  was  also  a  flash  of 
a  brighter  light  for  a  moment  in  my  father's  eyes,  which 
was  ?he  swinging  of  the  lantern  the  m^  ^'^f  .  .?^^ 
laid  his  hand  on  the  young  girl's  shoulder,  ai^d  with  a 
c^  which  went  to  Joseph  Yarrow's  heart.  Elsie  came 
b7ck  from  the  Orinoco,  to  find  Mad  Jeremy  looking 

'^^'^iS  ?^'*he  chuckled.  "  and  over  her  book,  the 
bonnie  bairn  !  She's  a  teacher,  a  lassie  <io"7\^7*jY 
tell  me  But  Jeremy  wiU  learn  her  somethmg  this 
nicht  that  is  better  than  a'  the  wisdom  wntten  m  the 
buiks.    Be  never  feared,  lass. 

"Ye  are  the  heiress, 
And  I  am  the  heir." 

«  But  come  ye  wi'  me.  lassie,  and  thh  mcht  we  wUl 
drink  o'  the  white  wine  and  the  red.  till  the  bottom  faa 
oot  o'  the  stoup.    1  promised  it  to  you  that,  when 
gat  the  melodeon.  I  wad  play  ye  the  mony  grand  tune 
Land  ye  wad  dance-dance.  El^e.  dance,  my  bonnie 
Uke  a  star  through  the  meadow-nust  or  a  dewdr^  oi 
a  bit  rose-leaf  when  the  west  wmds  svang  the  tree  1 
All  this  time  Elsie,  gazing  amazed  at  the  mar 
rested  sUent  in  an   awful   consternation     She  ha 
never  seen  Mad  Jeremy  like  this.    His  curly  ^lair  no 
hung  straight  and  black.    Perspiration  stood  m  bea 
orL  brow.    He  breathed  quick  and  heavy,  wi 
a  curious  rattie  in  the  throat.    Slowly  Elsie  rose  1 
her  feet.    She  stood  between  my  father  and  his  vie 
of  the  apartment,  as  it  were,  cutting  it  off.    tie  c 
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his  hand  to  keep  him  from  doing  or  saying  anything, 
knoAving  himself  to  be  impotent,  and  that  the  best  he 
could  do  was  just  to  wait.  Otherwise,  Mad  Jeremy 
would  simply  have  come  round  and  despatched  him 
first.  For  never  (says  my  father)  did  murder  so 
plainly  look  out  of  a  man's  eyes  as  that  night  in  the 
oven  chamber. 
Mad  Jeremy  took  Elsie  by  the  wrist. 
"Come,  lassie,"  he  cried,  with  a  lightsome  skip 
of  the  foot— for,  indeed,  the  man  could  not  keep  still 
a  moment—"  come  awa' !  The  gray  goose  is  gone,  and 
the  fox— the  fox,  the  auld  bauld  cmmin'  fox— is  off 
to  his  den-0— den-0— den-0  !  " 

And,  with  a  turn  of  his  lantern,  he  threw  the  candle 
Elsie  had  left  burning  upon  the  floor,  trampled  it  out 
fiercely,  and  then,  with  one  hand  still  on  Elsie's  wrist 
and  the  lantern  swinging  in  the  other,  strode  out, 
shouting  his  version  of  the  refrain  :  "  And  the  fox— 
the  fox— the  auld,yauld,  bauld  fox,  is  off  to  his  den-0!j" 
But  my  father  had  been  listening  keenly  for  the  click 
of  the  key  in  the  lock.  He  had  not  heard  it.  The 
way  to  freedom,  to  help  Elsie,  lay  open  if  only— ah,  if 
only  that  bar  would  give  way.  And  once  more,  in  a 
kjid  of  fury,  he  precipitated  himself  upon  the  stubborn, 
twisted  iron. 


I 


Once  outside,  the  freshness  of  the  air  fell  upon  Elsie 
hke  a  blow  in  the  face.  So  long  confined  below  in 
her  cell  built  of  the  hard  whinstone  of  the  country 
outcrops,  she  had  forgotten  the  grip  and  sweetness  of 
the  wind  which  comes  over  the  Cheviots— fresh  and 
sweet  even  though  it  bring  with  it  the  snell  sting  of 
snow-filled  "  hopes  "  and  the  long  dyke  backs  ridged 
with  lingering  white  of  last  year's  storms. 
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But  there  a  yet  greater  astonishment  awaited  her. 
Jeremy's  grip  did  not  loosen  upon  her  wrist.  He  led 
her  toward  the  half-ruined  drawbridge.  It  was  within 
a  few  steps  of  the  sham,  ivy-grown  niin  where  they 
had  emerged. 

Before  her  eyes  the  house  of  Deep  Moat  Giange,  all 
along  its  first  floor,  blazed  with  the  light  of  a  great  feast. 
Beneath  and  above  all  was  dark.  But  the  great  draw- 
ing-room, the  weaving-room,  and  Mr.  Stennis'  bedroom 
seemed  all  filled  with  light. 

Jeremy,  who. seemed  to  have  eyes  which  saw  in  the 
dark,  led  her  easily  across  the  hall,  up  the  staircase, 
in  the  completest  darkness.  Then  at  the  top  he  sud- 
denly threw  the  folding  doors  open,  and  with  a  certain 
formal  parade  of  manner?,  announced  :  "  Miss  Elsie 
Stennis,  of  Deep  Moat  Grange." 

Then  laughing  heartily  at  his  wit,  he  entered  after 
her,  locking  the  door  and  pocketing  the  key.  The  large 
room  was  still  ornamented  in  the  old  style,  for  the  furni- 
ture within  it  had  been  taken  over  by  Mr.  Stennis 
when  he  bought  the  property.  Mis^^  Orrin  had  arranged 
wax  candles  in  all  the  many-bracketed  chandeliers. 
With  some  strange  idea  of  the  fitness  of  things,  she 
had  ordered  these  to  be  made  extra  large,  red,  and 
fluted.  Jeremy  had  lighted  all  these,  and  the  wide 
saloon,  with  its  central  carpet  and  waxed  borders,  was 
asTight  as  day. 

On  the  table,  just  undone  from  its  wrappings,  lay 
a  tinselled  and  silver  melodeon  of  the  latest  t5^e.  It 
was  the  same  that  Mr.  Ablethorpe  and  I  had  seen  Mad 
Jeremy  buy  that  evening  in  our  retail  shop,  and  offer 
in  pa5mient  the  hundred-pound  note. 

Jeremy  leaped  upon  the  instrument,  in  three  light, 
silent  strides,  like  some  graceful,  dangerous  animal. 
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He  swung  it  over  his  head  with  something  Uke  a  cheer 
and  at  once  swept  into  a  tide  of  melody.  Elsie  looked 
aU  about  her.  Nothing  had  been  moved,  save  that  0I 
one  of  the  sofas  was  themarkof  muddy  boots-Jeremy's 

n^^        1  f  ?"^  ^^^'  ^"^  ^^^  ^o^t  enemy  did 
not  deny  that  she  was  an  exceUent  housekeeper. 

Where  is  my  grandfather  ?  "  cried  Elsie,  in  a  pause 
of  the  stormy  music.  Jeremy  answered  her  by  a 
smiple  cock  of  the  thumb  over  his  shoulder  in  the 
direction  of  the  door  of  the  weaving-room. 
.i  .  ^«nt  ben  there  a  while  syne  to  work  a  stent 
at  your  weddmg  quilt,  my  bonnie  lamb  I 

"Oh    I  shall  be  the  bridegroom. 
And  ye  shall  be  the  bride ! " 

With  a  sudden  Uft  of  hope.  Elsie  listened  for  the  well- 
knov^     caa     of  her  grandfather's  shuttle.    What  if 

un  n,p'  r'  *^'''  •'     ^"*  ''  ^  *^^  ^^"  ^e^e  quite 

bro^hr      h""'"'"^"   *^"*   *^^  ^^*^^"^   woman  had 
brought  on  her  way  to  school-was  he  not  her  own 

si" her''  sf "  ''.'"  "°*'^^^    S-^'y  ^-oZ 

Tr.!!  V    K  f  ""r^  ^^^^'■^  ^^  ^«°^  ^th  the  instinct 
to  call  for  help  strong  within  her. 

But  instantly  Mad  Jeremy,  who  had  been  reclinmc 

carelessly  on  the  sofa,  motioned  her  away  ^ 

Come  nearer  me,"  he  commanded—"  there  on  the 

caipet  by  the  fire,  where  Jeremy  can  see  ye     '^f  fs 

hoose— her  hoose  and  mine  !— 

"I'8e  be  the  laird  o't. 

And  she'll  be  the  leddy  ; 
She'll  be  the  minnie  o't. 
And  I'se  be  the  daddy  I " 
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Elsie  made  a  dash  for  the  windows,  as  if  to  leap  out 
upon  the  lawn,  but  the  movements  of  the  maniac  were 
far  faster.  In  the  wink  of  an  eyelid  he  had  laid  aside 
his  melodeon  and  caught  her  again  by  the  wrist. 

"  Na,  na,"  he  said,  "  the  like  o'  that  will  never,  never 
do  I     There's  nae  sense  in  that  ava' !    See  !  " 

And  leading  her  to  the  window  he  showed  her  the 
bars  which  her  grandfather  had  caused  to  be  put  up 
to  guard  his  treasures.  It  was  as  difficult  to  get  out 
of  Deep  Moat  Grange  as  to  get  m.  That  was  what  it 
amounted  to,  and  Elsie  recognized  it  clearly  and 
immediately. 

"  My  grandfather  !  "  she  moaned,  half  crying  with 
pain  and  disappointment,  "  Where  is  he — I  want 
to  speak  to  my  grandfather !  " 

Jeremy  made  a  mysterious  sign  to  command  silence, 
pointed  again  over  his  shoulder  at  the  door  of  the 
we  ving-room,  and  answered — 

"  he  ben  there.  But  Hobby  wets  in  nae  guid  temper 
the  last  time  I  spak'  wi'  him.  It  is  better  to  let  him 
come  to  a  while.  He  aye  does  that  at  the  weavin', 
when  he  is  nettled  at  onything !  " 

"  But  I  do  not  hear  the  shuttle,"  objected  Elsie. 
"  How  am  I  to  know  he  is  there — that  you  are  speaking 
the  truth  ?  " 

"  Oh,  he  will  hae  broken  a  thread — maybe  the  silver 
cord — ^ye  ken  he  was  rinnin'  ane  through  and  through, 
to  gar  the '  Elsie  Stennis  '  stand  oot  bonnie  on  the  web  ! 
Ech,  ay,  the  silver  cord,  the  gowden  bowl,  the  almond 
blossom — Hobby  could  weave  them  a' — terrible  grand 
at  the  weavin'  is  Hobby.  But  he's  an  auld  man  ! 
Maybe  he  will  hae  rested  a  wee.  He  has  but  yae  candle. 
Plenty  enough,  sa5rs  you,  for  an  auld  man.  He'll 
hae  fa'en  asleep  amang  the  bonnie  napery,  wi'  his  head 
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on  the  beam  and  his  hand  that  tired  it  ^^adna  caa  the 
shuttle  ony  mair  !  " 

Then  suddenly  the  madman  took  another  thought. 

"  But  what  am  I  thinkin'  on  ?  '  he  cried.    "  The 

worid  is  not  for  dune  auld  dotards,  but  for  young  folk 

—young  folk  -braw  folk— rich  folk  like  you  and  me, 

Elsie  !    See  to  that !  " 

He  drew  out  the  same  large  pocket-book  that  had 
dazzled  the  eyes  of  our  shopmen  at  Yarrow's,  and 
opening  it,  showed  Elsie  the  rolls  and  rolls  of  notes, 
all  of  high  denominations  unseen  before  in  Breckonside. 
"  There's  a  fortune  there,  lassie,"  he  said,  "  a'  made 
by  Jeremy— every  penny  o't  by  Jeremy,  for  you  and 
me,  hinny !  It  bocht  the  melodeon  here,  that  Hobby 
wadna  gie  this  puir  lad  a  shilling  for.  And  it  will  mak* 
you  the  bonniest  and  the  brawest  wife  i'  the  parish ! 
Hark  ye  to  that,  Elsie !  There's  a  fair  offer  for  ye, 
the  like  o'  that  ye  never  heard !  But  noo,  the  nicht 
is  afore  us.  I  will  pipe  to  ye,  and  ye  shall  dance.  Oh, 
but  though  I  say  it  that  shouldna— ye  are  fell  bonnie 
when  ye  dance  ! 

"  Jeremy's  heart  gangs  oot  to  ye  then.  If  onybody 
was  to  look  at  ye— that  much— fegs,  Jeremy  wad  put 
a  knife  into  him— ay,  ay,  and  the  thing  wadna  be  to 
dae  twice  !  Oh,  there'i  i  heap  o'  braw  lads  in  Breckon- 
side that  wadna  be  the  waur  o'  a  bluid  lettin' !  There's 
that  upsettin'  young  Joe  Yarrow  for  yin.  I  saw  him 
the  night  standin'  watchin'  me  as  I  was  payin'  for  the 
melodeon,  as  if  the  siller  was  counterfeit !  Certes, 
if  Jeremy  likit  he  could  buy  up  the  Yarrows  ten  times 
ower,  faither  and  son  I  " 

Then  as  the  madman  went  off  toward  the  door  he 
lifted  his  finger  with  the  half-playful  air  with  which 
one  admonishes  a  child. 
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"  Jeremy  can  trust  ye  ?  "  he  aueriM     «•  a 

kame.  and  a'  the  dent  de^cS  o'Sin'""*^  ^"^  "^ 
soldiers  of  Sd^nd  th '         ^  "*""  ^  ™*d«  *»' 
A«^        •  Jf^ys  Kingdom  a'  complete!  " 

of  a  door  and  the  scS^H  -.he^in  SH 
Save  me,  save  me  I  "  1— Elsie  Stennis  I 
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"  Gn!!^?l*«^'  ''""*"  «>»  before 

.  sMt«'"  ""  """  ^"-«-    Even  .he  rat  had  found 

Of  a.e^o'f^etTott  G^:  T  °'  "■'  °"  h™- 
Elsie  set  her  eye  to  fte  o^ri1f'l'™/°°'"J"'«y''oIes. 

of  a  key.         '^        *'  ""'  *'"'='>  she  found  empty 

thfm^^a^^dd'^Sufth  ■""  ~'"-'"  '-*. 

grandfather,  hisZ^d  IYw  "•  !"'  ^"  "'^ 
stiU  with  the  stiUni  of  rflT  ?  *°*-his  frame 
had  done  its  deaT work,^„»  i  "".  *'  •""«  *hich 
a  candle  was  fUckerir  &f  "^s^y-  ^t  his  elbow 
and  on  the  floor  a  dXfdarW.  ^'"'?»8  "WPPed, 
out.  Even  as  she  kXd  T^ «  ''""^  "«"  '^'"'ly 
hke  the  life  of  a  SL^^wUci,  t  uST*  .T"!'  ''^^■ 
and  an  was  blank  aCt  her  "  "^  '""^■ 

ing,  and  she  knew  that^J^fP  "'  J"«»y  «tum- 
"■ae  upon  her  hps  "'*  ""*'  "^  «*«>  the 
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CHAPTER  XXX 
HOW  ELSIE  DANCED  FOR  HER  LIFE 

'T^HE  white  and  gold  waUs  of  the  drawing-room  o 
X  Deep  Moat  Grange,  though  tarnished  by  time 
and  with  spots  of  mould  beginning  to  outline  themselves 
agam  for  want  of  Aphra  Orrin's  careful  hand,  gave  bacli 
gaily  enough  the  meUow  glow  of  a  hundred  candles 
all  of  wax, 

"  Dance.  Elsie  woman  !  "  cried  Mad  Jeremy,  empty- 
ing a  tumbler  at  a  gulp.    "  But  first  drink  ye  also. 

^^^\  **  "^  *^""6  ^^<^  your  bonnie  colour ! 
What  has  come  to  ye,  bairn  ?  Ye  are  pale  as  a  bit  snaw- 
drap  that  sets  its  head  through  a  wreath  at  a  dyke- 
back.  But  red.  red,  red  as  ony  rose  shall  ye  be,  I'se 
warrant  ye  !    Dance,  lassie,  dance  !  " 

And  with  a  jingle  of  bells  he  struck  in  the  "  Reel  o' 
Bogie."  Elsie  did  no  more  than  set  her  lips  to  her 
glass.  But  she  obeyed,  for  Jeremy  was  in  no  mood 
to  be  countered.  Then,  taking  up  her  gown  daintily 
on  both  sides,  as  the  dance  ordains,  she  danced  it 
aJone.  And  every  time  as  she  turned,  her  eyes  caught 
the  door  of  the  weaving-room,  and  the  heart  within  her 
became  as  water  for  what  she  had  seen  through  that 
httie  black  mark  of  exclamation  which  was  the  keyhole. 
Yet  somehow  the  situation  stirred  her.  too.  There 
IS  a  vast  deal  of  desperate  courage  in  a  woman.    A 
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think,  as  he  E  d^'^S*  t'!?'-  ,"'  "^V  «»  *«" 

strength  o,tt:'s.^rhUHS:'%:i"r!i-  °"  "« 

passes  of  life,  woman  i"  aot  to  L?  ♦t  ,  f '"''P*™" 
And  why  should  TZ  ^Hcr  Wnd  ha«  tT  '•°'^- 
tomed  to  them  ever  since  in  the  Sl™  ^"  ""* 
side  Eden,  one  Eve  gave  birth  Mh    /  .?  "'PP"=''  ""t- 

him    being  ,i,.eaZr,reiv^l^'^™-^t;'^ 
candles  burned  dlT  nter' to  tfir^lU"^  ""'^ 

£^^a;TortS:'^t™b- 

beat  the  measure  with  his  foot  ^P"ng' Jeremy 

s^piS^^tot^^rix^?^ 
::nt"st-th^^-"^'-  ^-^^^^:^i 

""wr^^£T  *5*'  ^d°^  looked. 
HiTSSi.  «•?*  longing  .of  a  mother; 
Hw  httle  sister,  weeping  walked 
The  greenwood  path  to  meet  her  brother 
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"Thev  •ought  him  east,  thay  sought  him  wMt. 
They  sought  him  a*  the  forest  thorough  • 
They  only  saw  the  cloud  o'  nicht.  ' 

They  only  heard  the  roar  of  Yarrow  I  " 
Then,  as  the  night  went  past.  Elsie  prayed  for  the 
time  to  go  faster.    She  saw  the  candles  blink  and 
dwindle ;  she  saw  the  windows  stand  out  more  blankly 
In  her  bram  there  grew  up  a  fear  of  the  dark,  after  the 
hght  should  be  extinguished,  when  she  should  find 
herself  alone  with  that  wild  being  who  had  murdered 
her  grandfather.    Her  hope  was  in  the  morning  light. 
If  she  could  only  dance  till  then ! 

WeU  it  was  for  her  that,  as  a  chUd,  she  had  danced, 
as  a  gnat  over  a  pool,  as  a  butterfly  among  the  flowers 
of  the  garden.  Light  of  foot,  and  ready,  she  had 
learned  aU  as  by  nature.  And  now.  with  the  candles 
gomg  out  one  by  one.  and  the  bitterness  of  death  rising 
like  a  tide  in  her  heart-barred  in.  the  door  locked! 
utterly  forsaken-^he  had  yet  to  smUe  and  dance- 
dance  and  dance— to  the  lilt  and  stress  of  Mad  Jeremy's 
noisy  instrument.  ' 

The  jangle  of  beUs  thrilled  her  as  he  struck  with  a 
clash  as  of  steel  weapons  into  "  Roy's  Wife  of  Alde- 
yaloch  or  an  irony  of  fiendish  laughter  as  he  shouted 
the  refram  of  "  Duncan  Grey."  Ufting  a  hand  fleeringly 
from  the  German-sUver  keys,  witli  a  glance  of  terrible 
import. 

"  Ha.  ha.  the  wooin'  o't !  " 

It  was,  indeed,  a  memorable  wooing,  but  Elsie  smiled 
and  danced  tirelessly,  her  young  body  lithe  and  swift 
to  the  turn,  her  feet  nimble  and  dainty.  The  last 
tune  pleased  the  madman.  With  a  "Hooch"  of 
triumph,  he  sprang  to  his  feet,  marching  up  and  down 
the  room,  playing  aU  the  time  with  desperate  enercv 
This  beats  fiddlin'  I  "  he  cried.    "  The  HeioiL 
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^e  speerit  I 
the  laird, 

11  mantel- 


quean  was  leaden-footed  to  you    lassie  I    An^ 
Jeremy  wiU  play  ye  something  "'  wf        ^d  vo^ 
wee  Elsie.  shall  dance  to  the  moviV        '   ^  ^""' 
Wave  your  airms  and  smile.  Elsie  f. 
and  ye  are  the  leddy  I  " 

ni.^'*\''"'  'P""«^'  ^"  ^^"^^^  flatly  o;,  n  „^ntel 

-t'nt^Kri- ^^^^^^^^^^  ^^^ 

knew    UTo^  T  ^°'  ^"^  "ow  lower  than  his 

of  rt!  k"  "?  '^H'*  ""*•  *>"'  0"  ">e  hearth  the  shaoe 
Cro'Tbtr  Fori  V  ^''.'«^''  <*'  "^-^ 

roof ofte""*''*^*-  ^^ ^X*^ :h'^! 

had  ™„1     rr"^  "°"  '"">  *■'''*  their  destroyer 

sieep'^d*::..'i;;er,rS';;Ld'^''  r 

F.Lr'  '*^  ^^'  ^'^^^  *^^  ^^'  wWch  is  a  laewrd  in 
February    throughout    Scotland.    The    red    S^^hi!^ 

^'Ssie7C°"'^S"!.   ^--edTumZoul 
jn  r-isies  heart— as,  mdeed,  weU  it  mitht— tr>  fi«.i 

latner,  whose  dead  body  she  knew  lav  \^\.\^a  X^ 
nearest  door,  and  the  red  LdlesXo^t  o^e  by  „«• 
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There  remained  only  the  huge  centre  one,  a  special 
purchase  of  Aphra's.  And  still  the  madman  grimaced, 
crossing  and  uncrossing  his  legs  on  the  high  mantel- 
piece. Still  he  swung  his  instrument— still  he  called 
on  Elsie  to  dance.  But  now  the  girl  was  utterly 
fatigued.  Without  a  sign  of  giving  way,  something 
seemed  to  crack  somewhere  — in  her  head,  perhaps, 
or  about  her  heart.  She  sank  unconscious  on  the 
floor  in  a  heap. 

Mad  Jeremy  halted  in  the  middle  of  a  bar ;  bent 
forward  to  look  at  the  girl  to  see  whether  or  no  she 
was  pretending.  Then,  leapii:g  down  from  the  mantel- 
shelf with  the  same  graceful  ease  as  he  had  mounted, 
he  strode  to  the  last  great  red  candle,  fit  for  a  cathedral 
altar,  which  Aphra  had  set  in  the  central  candelabra. 
He  took  it  down,  and,  after  one  keen  look  at  the  giri, 
he  stepped  over  her  prostrate  body,  on  his  way  to 
resume  his  beloved  melodeon,  which  he  had  left  behind 
him  when  he  had  leaped  down. 

A  smile  of  infinite  cunning  wreathed  his  lips. 

"  Baith  the  twa,"  he  muttered,  the  smile  widening 
to  a  grin.  "  She's  a  bonnie  lassie,  ay  !  and  if  Jeremy 
had  ony  thocht  o'  marryin'  she  wad  be  the  lass  for  him. 
But  its  safer  no !  Baith  the  twa  will  be  best  dead. 
Thit  will  mak'  the  last  of  the  Stennises  gang  tegither. 
She  shall  have  a  braw  burial.  There  shall  never  be 
sic  a  Baalfire  as  Jeremy  will  licht  for  her— and  weel 
she  is  deservin*  o't.  For  she  danced  blithe  and  bmwiy, 
even  unto  the  breakin'  o'  the  day !  " 

And  he  went  on  tiptoe  to  the  door  of  the  weaving 

room,  unlocked  it,  and  looked  in,  holding  his  flambeau 

high  above  his  head.    The  light  fell  on  the  dead  man, 

bent  forward  with  his  face  half  hidden  in  the  web. 

He  held  his  head  first  to  one  side  and  then  to  the 
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plaisance.  admire  a  completed  masterpiece. 

.'  ?;    ?  .  "^"^^  S^^^^^  once  at  her. 
It  wiU  e  en  be  the  quicker.    I  will  let  her  he     She 
will  never  wauken.    Leave  the  door  open    Jeremv 
It  mU  mak'  a  giaund  draught.    Fare  ye  we^l  S 
Ye  danced  bormie,  and  kind  Jeremy  is'^^el'  ye  ^^u 
wages^  ^thrs  mcht  I    TT,e  best  o'  a^-an%  '7yZ 

He  took  the  candle  in  his  left  hand,  and  with  th« 

^rSlflit^f^.  J  fiUed  his  pockets  with  bank-notes 
m  roils  httle  sacks  of  gold,  and  dinking  bags  from  a 

which  had  belonged  to  its  dead  owner  still  in  the  loT 
The  Golden  Farmer  was  plmidered  of  his  store 

Then,  flmgmg  all  the  inflammable  stuff,  furniture 
^d  hangmgs  in  a  heap  in  the  centre,  he  d;enS"th ' 
pile  with  kerosene  from  a  can  he  brought  from  th^ 
storehouse  throwmg  on  shavings  from^hk  mSter^s 
workshop,  kindling-wood  from  the  kitchen.  Ll^eJ^ 
all  combustibles  he  could  lay  hands  u^n  ' 

Bendmg.  he  struck  a  match  on  the  smooth  of  his 
corduroy  trousers,  and  in  a  moment  the  W  momit^ 
with  a  roar  Jeremy  stood  in  the  door^chTcS^ 
long  enough  to  make  sure  that  it  had  tien  ^' 
Ay,  ay,  a  bonnie  funeral  pyre  I  That  fh^,  «„-ii 
hae,  baith  the  twa  I  "  he  said.  ^^  to  o-^fst^ 

It  increased  to  a  wind,  sucking  towaid  the  iUmes. 
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He  could  hear  the  crackling.  With  a  return  of  his 
mad  humour  he  began  to  dance. 

He  waved  his  melodeon,  making  the  bells  leap  and 
jangle.  And  in  the  pale  gleam  of  the  still  half-smothered 
flames  he  flickered  down  the  stairs  in  the  direction  ot 
the  hall  of  Deep  Moat  Grange. 

Mad  Jeremy  had  made  an  end  of  the  House  of 
Stennis. 


i 


CHAPTER   XXXI 

THE  HERO  PLAYS  SECOND  FIDDLE 

^OW.  while  Elsie  was  dancing  the  hours  away  in 
i  w  ^^'P^'^i!  ^Ser  of  her  life  and  to  the  peril 
of  her  reason,  Mr.  Ablethorpe  and  I  had  not  been  Se. 
ihat  is  so  far  as  was  within  our  power  to  act  or  our 
knowledge  to  foresee.    He  had  Xwed  me  toTudge 
of  the  state  of  the  rings  which  had  been  passed  throu|h 
the  furnace.    I  was  still  uncertain  of^heir  portent 
tm  he  produced  an  oval  plaque  with  the  mark  V.R. 
^nit.    It  was  o   brass,  and  had  doubtless  formed 
part  of  the  smgle  leathern  sack  which  Hariy  Foster 
kept  open  so  as  to  take  on  to  Bewick  anything  which 
might  be  committed  to  his  care  en  roJe 

de^?fw'^'^^°°^°"^*-  We  had  found  the  mur- 
fZ  °*^^,"y  Foster^that  is,  we  had  only  to  find 
who  made  the  bread  at  Deep  Moat  Grange^in  oX 
to  be  sure  of  hmi.  It  was,  indeed,  a  known  tiling  tTa^ 
mJI  Z  ^  "^"^  «c<^ion.  the  Moat  Grange  people 
^^H w'l'  """^  bread-but  whether  in  the  sh^  of 
gnddle-cakes,  soda  scones,  or  properly  baked  oven 

sure  there  would  be  no  more  difficulty.    More  than 

whi<±t  had  reaUy  promised  weU.  and  we  meant  to  follow 

Mr.  Ablethorpe  ought  now  to  have  been  at  home 

i8 
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preparing  for  his  Sunday  services,  instead  of  doini 
detective  business  across  country  on  the  strength  o 
a  few  calcined  rings  and  a  brass  plate. 

•  *  *  *  * 

It  was  about  this  time  that  my  father,  with  toman< 
bleeding  hands,  was  working  desperately  at  the  bar  o 
ron.  His  knife  was  worn  to  a  stump,  but  the  open  doo 
of  Elsie's  cell  tempted  him  with  a  terrible  sense  of  th( 
unknown  which  was  passing  outside.  Besides,  h< 
could  not  tell  at  what  moment  Jeremy  might  return 
and,  shutting  the  door,  shut  off  at  the  same  time  hii 
hopes  of  escape  and  of  helping  Elsie,  whom  he  sa\^ 
ahready  in  the  grasp  of  the  midnight  assassin. 

Now  if  I  were  writing  this  to  show  what  a  hero  1 
was,  I  should,  of  course,  have  put  my  own  part  in  the 
forefront.  But  as  I  was  at  the  time  little  better  than 
a  boy  who  does  what  he  can,  and  it  really  was  my  father 
who  helped  Elsie  the  most— and  had  done  for  some 
time— I  am  not  going  to  take  away  the  credit  from 
hiin.  Mine  is  the  proper  sort  of  father,  that  a  fellow 
can  be  proud  of.  I  think  I  would  have  done  all  that 
he  did  if  I  had  been  there  and  had  his  chances.  But 
then  I  wasn't,  and  I  hadn't.  So  Mr.  Ablethorpe  and 
I  had  just  come  along  as  best  we  might— ahnost,  but 
not  quite,  the  day  after  the  fair. 

It  was  just  before  daybreak  when  my  father  worked 
his  way  through  the  bar,  and  the  fragments  fell  out- 
ward—stonework, plaster,  cut  iron— all  into  the  little 
cupboard.  Of  course,  he  had  been  working  by  the 
sense  of  touch  for  hours.  Many  a  time  he  had  drawn 
the  rough  home-made  file  raspingly  across  his  wrist 
and  hands.  His  face  was  stained  with  dungeon  mud, 
his  hair  uncropped  and  matted,  his  beard  tangled,  and, 
as  my  mother  said  afterwards— 
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"  If  Mad  Jeremy  was  a  waur-looking  creature  than 
you,  Joseph  Yarrow,  I  am  none  surprised  that  he 
fnghted  ye  a'  oot  o'  your  leggings  and  knee-breeks  !  " 
When  my  father  came  out  through  the  chamber 
which  had  so  long  been  Elsie's  he  groped  about  to  find 
the  entrance,  his  heart  thumping— so  he  owned  to  me 
--agamst  his  ribs  lest  the  way  should  have  been  shut 
^  the  madman,  and  he  no  better  off  than  he  had  been 
before-^nay,  mfinitely  worse,  for  the  handiwork  of 
the  night  would  be  sure  to  be  discovered.    He  had 
worked  in  the  dark— furiously— without  thought  of 
covenng  up  his  traces.    But  he  had  brought  with  him 
the  iron  bar  which  had  been  his  means  of  direct  com- 
munication with  Elsie  from  cell  to  cell. 

It  was  cold  weather,  and  the  first  drive  of  February 
wmd  as  he  stood  up  in  the  ivy-covered  ruin  was,  as 
my  father  expressed  it,  "  like  a  dash  of  water  in  the 
face  to  a  man."  The  next  instant  he  was  through 
the  crumbling  walls,  startling  the  bats  and  sparrows 
with  a  shower  of  debris,  and  lo  !  there  before  him  he 
saw  the  house  of  Deep  Moat  Grange-in  a  blaze ! 

Now  comes  out  the  deep  and  r.biding  loyalty  of  the 
man  who  had  a  name  for  little  else  than  drivmg  a 
bargain  hardly  and  keeping  it  to  the  death.  Perhaps, 
though,  he  looked  upon  it  as  that.  Elsie  had  supported 
him,  fed  him,  given  him  drink,  furnished  him  with 
tools,  and  so  now,  though  most  men  v  m  have  gone 
straight  back  to  Breckonside  to  seek  jt  assist^ce, 
Joseph  Yarrow— of  whom  I  am  proud  to  call  myself 
toe  son-struck  right  across  the  bridge  and  tore  across 
the  laMoi  among  the  lily  clumps  straight  for  the  front 
door  of  the  burning  house. 

The  stairc^  and  haU  were  already  filled  with  a 
stifling  reek,  but  my  father  could^iear  above  him  the 
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crackling  and  dull  roar  of  the  flames,  hungry — lik 
many  wild  beasts. 

It  was  not  dark,  for  the  chamber  door  above  wai 
open,  and  the  light  of  the  conflagration  was  reflecte< 
through.  But  plump  in  the  middle  of  the  staircas< 
my  father  encountered  a  man.  It  was  Mad  Jeremy 
going  out  serenely  enough,  carrying  the  candle  in  on 
hand,  and  his  precious  melodeon  in  the  other.  H 
saw  my  father.  My  father  saw  him.  With  one  inten 
to  fight  and  slay  they  rushed  at  each  other — Jeremy' 
wild  screech  mingling  with  my  father's  roar  as  of  j 
chargmg  bull. 

Neither  got  home.  My  father's  iron  bar  woul< 
doubtless  have  broken  the  madman's  skull,  but  that 
with  his  usual  agility,  he  leaped  to  the  side.  Jeremy 
smashed  the  heavy  candle  over  my  father's  head,  an< 
fled  upstairs,  not  because  he  was  afraid  for  himsell 
but  in  order  to  protect  the  melodeon  from  the  blo\ 
he  saw  coming. 

"  Ye  shall  na  get  it,"  he  shouted.  "  It's  nane  c 
yOurs.  I  paid  good  money  for  it  ower  the  counter  c 
your  ain  shop  !  " 

And  he  fled  upward  through  the  flames,  whicl 

seemed  to  wrap  him  round  without  doing  any  harm 

They  seemed  his  element. 

«  *  *  • 

As  I  say,  Mr.  Ablethorpe  and  I  cajne  just  too  late 
We  had  seen  from  afar  the  burning  house — at  least 
we  had  seen  the  "  skarrow  "  in  the  sky — the  Grang 
itself  l5dn2f  (as  all  the  world  knows)  at  the  very  botton 
of  Deep  Moat  Hollow,  with  the  pond  on  one  side  am 
the  woods  all  about. 

But  once  on  our  way,  we  had  made  haste,  as  indee< 
had  many  another.    However,  we  started  earlier  thai 
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the  others   though  my  father.  Uving  as  it  were  next 
door   was  far  before  any  of  us.    Indeed,  had  it  no 
W     '  w~    ^^"'  I  ^  go  on  witi  my  tale 
We  rushed  across  the  drawbridge,  which,  just  as  he 

?h^«r',?^T"°^-  W«  followed  him  acros! 
the  hly  plots.  Right  in  the  middle  Mr.  Ablethorpe 
came  a  cropper.  I  was  on  the  look-out.  It  was  ^ 
toe  ft^t  time  that  I  had  played  at  hide-and-seek  there 
in  difficult  circumstances,  though  never  with  the 
wmdoM^  above  crackling  and  the  flames  licking  Z 
ivy  and  dty  Virginia  creeper  off  the  walls,  a^d  the 

orbyTt  *^^*  *^'  ^^'"^^  "^  ^°^*  ^'^^"'^ 

*u^  f^""?*',  *  "**^^  "*  f^o°*  of  the  Hayfork  Pareon  on 
the  thresho  d  of  the  door  of  Deep  Moat  Gran^  A^d 

nsen  from  the  dead-one,  a  girl,  apparently  truly  dead 

if  J  "^^  ^.f  *^'  ^^^*  ^^  most'savaje^ 
rlt^  1  ^^i^'  "P°^  ^*^°^^  ^^'^^^der  her  Sad  re- 
chn^,  and  m  whose  menacing  right  hand  was  a  rough 
bar  of  u-on.  pomted  like  a  chisel.  ^ 

,y.L^  ^^  ^^  °°*  ^^  ^^-  Or.  coming  out  of  aU 
that  strang^ie^  of  the  night,  and  the  Imoor  a^ 
chokmg  swirl  of  the  smoke,  he  did  not  know  h^  o^ 

hk '.rf  ^^  ?u*''.^'  "^^^^  ^*  °^«  ^«^  E^e  stiU  in 
nis  arms  and  the  uon  bar  uplifted. 

.of  K-  ^;.^^^t*^orpe  interposed  from  the  flank,  and 
catching  him  about  the  waist,  disarmed  him. 

own?onr"'"'"'^^"^''"*^^J^-P^'your 


quite 


There."  he  said,  "take  her.    Be 


into  my  arms. 


She  calls  you  her  '  Dearest  Joe,'  '  You  will 


good  to  her. 
never  de- 
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serve  half  your  luck— you  will  never  know  it.  But 
as  sure  as  my  name  is  Joseph  Yarrow.  I  will  take  it 
upon  me  to  see  that  you  behave  yourself  decently  well 
to  that  girl." 

He  was  pretty  much  of  a  brick— father.  At  least, 
though  he  was  only  a  grocer,  I  don't  know  anybody 
else's  father  I  would  change  him  for.  And  Elsie  says 
so,  too.  I  think,  however — ^between  ourselves — that 
he's  just  a  bit  gone  on  Elsie  himself,  and  thinks  I'm 
not  half  good  enough  for  her. 

Well,  I'm  not !  I  don't  deny  the  fact ;  and  as  for 
Elsie — she  encourages  us  both  in  the  belief. 


CHAPTER   XXXII 
"  THERE'S  NAE  LUCK  ABOOT  THE  HOOSE " 
T^HERE'S  a  bit  more  to  teU  about  this  part,  though 
co^M   ^       ''^'    »"*  I  could  not  help  it.    Nobody 

n^^^  ^  -^f  T^'  ^^  ^*^^*  *^^^  hi«»  ^lien  he  fled 
upM^  through  the  smoke  and  flame,  clambering  by 
the  balusters,  my  father  says,  more  like  a  monkey  than 
any  human  man.  ^ 

And,  by  the  way,  I  am  not  sure  that  he  really  was 
a  man-except  that  a  wild  beast  would  not  have 
been  so  clever,  and  the  devil  ever  so  much  cleverer ! 
^' ?t  ^east,  he  has  the  credit  of  being. 

in  .riTr''  "^  ^^  ^""^^^  «^  ^  Srea^  house-not 
"1  a  aty.  I  mean,  but  far  in  the  country?  Well.  I 
have.  There  k  not  much  to  see  till  one  is  dose  by. 
A  few  pale,  shivering  flames,  like  the  fires  that  boil 
Zlr^.     ^  ""f""^'  Pi^<=-volumes  of  smoke  rising 

l^!^!f^  °^  ^P^^  "'^'  "^^g  ^  ^ay  and  that, 

like  ants  when  you  thrust  your  stick  into  an  ant  hill 

^^^hat  Mill  happen.    Hither  and  thither  they  go 

-all  busy,  aU  doing  nothing.    For  one  thing,  water 

to  arrive.    If  by  any  chance,  it  does  come,  a  boy  with 
a  garden  squirt  would  do  more  good. 
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Well,  it  was  like  that  on  the  morning  of  the  eleventt 
of  February.  When  the  day  did  come  at  last,  then 
was  nothing  mean  about  it— considered  as  an  earlj 
spring  morning  in  Scotland.  It  was  of  the  colour  oi 
pale  straw,  with  a  gUnt  low  down  like  newly  thatched 
houses  before  the  winter's  storm  has  had  a  turn  at 
them. 

Meanwhile,  underneath,  and  looking  so  petty  ami 
foolish,  was  the  crackling  of  the  timbers,  the  falling 
in  of  the  tiles,  the  smoke  pufiing  and  mounting  like 
great  strings  of  onions  linked  together,  blue  and  stifling 
from  the  burning  wood,  white  and  steamy  as  the  faggots 
slid  outward  into  the  moat,  or  fell  with  a  crash  into  the 
pond. 

All  about  swarmed  a  crowd  of  eager  and  curious  folk. 
My  father,  as  soon  as  he  was  recognized,  and  before 
he  could  condescend  to  tell  his  tale,  had  taken  com- 
mand, all  soiled  and  bleeding  as  he  was.  I  believe 
now  that  most  there  considered  that  he  had  rescued 
Elsie  from  the  wild  tribe  after  a  desperate  struggle, 
in  which  all  the  others  had  been  annihilated.  And 
it  is  characteristic  of  Breckonside,  of  the  position  my 
father  held  there,  and  especially  of  public  sentiment 
with  regard  to  the  folk  of  the  Moat,  that  no  one  for  a 
moment  dreamed  that  in  so  doing  he  had  exceeded 
his  legal  right. 

There  was  not  much  attempt  at  saving  the  building. 
Elsie  had  come  a  little  to  herself.  At  first  she  could 
say  little,  save  that  "her  grandfather  was  dead- 
Mad  Jeremy  had  killed  him,"  which  information  did 
not  greatly  interest  the  people,  save  in  so  far  as  it 
detracted  from  my  father's  glory  m  having  made  a 
"clean  sweep  I " 

Mr.  Ball,  whom  everybody  respected— m  spite  of 
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h^t^^l^  f  i'^  ^'  lived.-caused  a  horse  to  be  put 
between  the  shafts.  and^Elsie  was  conveyed  home  to 
Nance  Edgar's  by  Mr.  BaU  himself.    My  faXr  w^'t^' 

h^d  the  word  mentioned,  than,  recovering  from  her 

there-so  long  as No.  indeed,  that  she  wo^d 

"So  long  as  what,  my  girl  ?"  myfather  asked,  gently 

with'hV"1?trw*  T^^ '°"  ^^"*^^  "^y  ^^^^  "-- 

wth  her.  It  took  me  by  surprise,  as  I  did  not.  of  course, 
yet  know  anythmg  about  the  events  which  had  draw^ 
theni  together  in  the  deep  places  mideiground. 

••  Rj«Si"T^^'^"T~J"'*  ^^"^«  '  "  she  answered. 
Brides.  It  IS  not  fitting?  at  present  I  " 

I  miderstand-perh       you  are  right,"  sighed  mv 
father,  somewhat  disapp    ited.  ^ 

For  aU  that,  he  did  not  understand  a  little  bit  ■ . 
JStnw'^'^T!  °^  "^"^'*  ^^  Constantia  Caw-especially 
.^  K  .?  ^  '*^™^  ^°°^«'  ^°^  ^o^'^en  misunder- 
^l^^e^r ^1^.  ^*'  ^^  ^^-*'  -^  -P^cially 

thitTolIfHt'"^,!^^'  ^"°"  ^*^  ^«^'  ^"*'  O^  «>««e. 
that  would  have  been  too  marked.    Besides,  I  dared 

rut«el'"^.'^'*^'!,^*^°"*"^y^^*b«^^  There  was 
tJ^t  T^  °^^'  °^  *^^  °^°"*^  of  lions  on  the 
terrace,  which  spouted  out  thin  streams  of  water  into 

o„t^r^*''f '"~*^"  ^^  ^^y  ^  P'<^*^'  I  think. 
£  tl  '""^^  P^  as  big  as  a  horseshoe.    And  once 

wash  his  face  and  hands  there,  which  were  black  and 
temble  with  matted  hair  and  hardened  blood.  So 
ttat  my  mother,  for  aU  her  outcries,  did  not  reaUy  see 
tun  at  his  worst,  or  anything  like  it 
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The  fire  mounted  always,  but  somehow  in  the  light 
of  day  it  did  not  seem  real.  The  faces  of  all  the  folk 
as  we  returned  from  the  water,  were  directed  to  the 
tower  which  was  called  Hobby's  Folly.  The  jabled, 
crow-stepped  numsion  of  the  Moat  had  nothing  very 
ancient  about  it— that  is,  to  the  common  view.  You 
had  to  know  the  older  secrets  of  the  monks  for  that. 
But  at  the  angle  overlooking  the  pond,  Mr.  Stennis 
had  caused  to  be  built  a  square  tower  in  the  old  Robert 
the  Bruce  donjon  fashion,  each  chamber  opening  out 
of  the  other.  These  communicated  by  ladders,  which 
could  be  drawn  up  and  all  access  prevented.  At  least 
that  was  the  tale  which  the  masons  who  were  at  the 
building  brought  back  to  Breckonside.  The  tower 
was  square  on  the  top  and  had  low  battlements,  save 
at  one  comer  where  there  was  a  kind  of  pepper-pot 
cupola  in  \\hich — so  they  said — Hobby  Stennis  used 
to  sit  and  count  his  gold. 

At  first  I  could  not  malce  out  what  it  was  that  the 
folk  were  craning  their  necks  upward  to  look  at. 
Evidently  it  was  on  the  far  side,  that  nearest  the  small 
lake,  and,  of  course,  invisible  from  the  court  out  of 
which  my  father  and  I  were  coming. 

But  we  followed  the  movement  of  the  people,  and 
there  on  the  utmost  pinnacle  of  the  battlements,  that 
outer  comer  which  was  higher  than  the  rest  and  shaped 
like  a  miniature  dome,  his  long  legs  twined  about  the 
brokra  stalk  of  the  weathercock,  and  his  melodeon  in 
his  hands,  sat  Mad  Jeremy  !  Of  the  gilt  weathercock 
itself  nothing  remained  save  the  butt.  With  a  single 
clutch  of  his  great  hairy  hand,  Jeremy  had  rooted  the 
uneasy  fowl  out  of  its  socket  and  hurled  it  far  before 
him  into  tlie  pond. 

Up  till  now  the  flames  had  hardly  reached  the  tower. 


"  NAF  LUCK  ABOOT  THE  HOOSE  "   283 

and  it  icemed  at  least  a  possible  thing  that  the  maniac 
might  be  saved.  But  none  of  the  Breckonsiden  were 
keen  about  it.  Only  Bir.  Ablethoipe  and  my  father 
were  wilhng  to  make  any  attempt  to  save  him.  In- 
deed. I  was  absolutely  with  the  majority  on  thisoccasion, 
ajnd  could  not.  for  my  part,  imagine  a  better  solution 
than  that  which  seemed  to  be  imminent. 

Nevertheless,  the  two  tried  to  get  into  the  tower 
from  behmd.  but  found  aU  a  seething  mass  of  flames, 
which  had  swept  across  the  whole  main  b<ly  of  the 
bmldmg  as  if  to  swaUow  up  Hobby's  Folly  for  a  last 
lf(mne  bouche.  There  was  no  arguing  with  such  a 
spate  of  fire.  There  remained,  however,  a  little  low 
door,  reported  to  be  of  iron,  but  which,  being  near  to 
the  water  and  exposed  to  the  fury  of  damp  westerly 
wiuds  and  the  moist  fogs  off  the  pond,  had  probably 
rusted  half  away. 

..  *'  ^°™®'  ^**  ^  ^°  ®"r  duty,"  said  BIr.  Ablethorpe ; 

here  is  a  human  life  !    Let  us  save  it !  " 

But  nobc  1       it  Mr.  Yarrow,  senior,  followed  him. 

1  was  with  .  i-      .'ority  on  this  point,  as  I  have  said 

before,  and  l.    .uyed  where  I  was.    Besides,  Had 

Jeremy  was  so  curious  to  see  and  hear.    He  laughed 

and  sang,  his  bhrill  voice  carrying  well  through  the 

crackle  of  the  rafters  and  the  snap  and  spit  of  the 

smaUer  shredded  fragments  of  flame.    As  soon  as  he 

caught  sight  of  Mr.  Ablethorpe  and  my  father  he  began 

to  hurl  down  the  copings  of  the  battlements  upon  their 

heads.    So  that  in  the  end  they  had  to  desist  from  the 

attempt,  though  they  had  nobly  done    heir  best. 

And  all  the  while  he  sang.  It  was  Ue  trampline 
measure  of  "  There's  nae  luck  "  that  the  madman  had 
chosai  for  his  swan  song.  Never  had  been  seen  or 
neard  such  a  thing.    As  he  finished  each  verse  he  would 
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rise  and  dance,  balancing  himself  on  the  utmost  point 
of  the  cupola,  his  melodeon  swaying  in  his  hand  and 
his  voice  declaring  ironically  that — 

"There's  nae  luck  aboot  the  hoose. 
There's  nae  luck  ava, 
There's  little  pleasure  i'  the  hooee. 
When  oor  guidman's  awa'  I  " 

Then  he  would  laugh,  and  call  out  to  the  people 
beneath  that  the  luck  had  come  back. 

"  The  guidman  o"  the  Grange  b  safe  !  "  he  would 
cry.  "  He  is  at  his  loom,  but  never  more  will  he  weave, 
I  ken.  Jeremy  has  seen  to  that.  And  what  for  that, 
quo'  ye  ?  Juist  to  learn  him  that  when  Jeremy  asks 
for  his  ain,  he  is  no  to  be  denied  as  if  he  were  a  beggar 
wantin'  abns  1 " 

I'hen  he  took  a  new  tack,  and  launched  into  "  The 
Toom  Pooch  "—which  is  to  say,  the  "  empty  pocket  " 
—a  very  popular  ditty  in  the  Scots  language,  and 
especially  about  Breckonside : 

"An  empty  purse  is  slichtit  sair, 
Gang  ye  to  market,  kirk,  or  fair, 
Ye'll  no  be  muckle  thocht  o'  there, 
Gin  ye  gang  wi'  a  toom  pooch ! " 

He  finished  with  a  shout  of  derision. 

"  Ye  puir  feckless  lot !  "  he  shouted  down  to  the 
crowd  beneath.  "  I  ken  you  and  Breckonside.  Here's 
charity  for  ye  !  Catch  a  baud  !  "  And  he  showered 
the  contents  of  a  pocket-book  down  upon  their  heads. 

"  Here  are  notes  o'  ten  pound,  and  notes  o'  twenty, 
and  notes  o'  a  hundred  !  What  man  o'  ye  ever  saw  the 
like?  Only  Jeremy,  Jeremy  and  his  maister.  They  wan 
them  a',  playin'  at  a  wee  bit  game  wi'  rich^onely  folk. 
Jeremy  was  fine  compar.y  to  them.  And  whiles  it 
ended  in  a  bit  jab  wi'  the  knife  in  iLc  ribs,  and  whiles 
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in  a  tug  o*  the  hemp  aboot  a  lad's  neck,  if  he  wasna 
unco  clever.  But  it  was  never  Jeremy's  neck,  nor 
was  the  knife  ever  in  Hobby's  back  till  Jeremy— but 
that's  tellin' !  Oh,  Hobby's  a' richt.  I  saw  him  sitting 
screedin*  awa'  at  his  windin'  sheet,  and  thinkin'  the 
time  no  lang." 

He  rose  and  danced,  singing  as  he  danced — 

"There's  nae  luck  aboot  the  hoose. 
There's  nae  luck  ava " 

The  flames  shot  up  like  the  crackmg  of  a  mighty  whip. 
The  madman  felt  the  sting,  and  with  a  wild  yell  he 
launched  himself  over  the  parapet  into  the  muddy  sludge 
at  the  bottom  of  Deep  Moat  pond.  He  must  have  gone 
in  head  foremost,  for  he  never  rose.  Only  the  mdodeon 
with  the  water  trickling  in  drops  off  its  beU  chime  in 
silver  gUt,  and  the  frittering  tinsel  of  its  keys,  rose 
slowly  to  the  surfact  among  a  few  air  bubbles  and 
floated  there  among  a  little  brownish  mud. 
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CHAPTER   XXXIII 
CONFESSION 

THE  ruins  of  Deep  Moat  Grange  were  black  and 
cold— almost  level  with  the  ground,  also.  For 
the  folk  had  pulled  the  house  ahnost  stone  from  stone, 
partly  in  anger,  partly  in  their  search  for  hidden 
treasure.  Elsie  was  home  again  in  the  white  cottage 
at  the  Bridge  End,  and  my  fath  was  attending  to  his 
business  quietly,  as  if  nothing  had  happened. 

The  authorities,  of  course,  had  made  a  great  search 
among  the  subterranean  passages  of  the  monks'  store- 
houses, without,  huwever,  discovering  more  than  Elsie 
and  my  father  could  have  told  them.  Mr.  Ablethorpe 
was  still  sUent.  So,  being  bound  by  my  promise  to 
him,  I  judged  it  best  to  hold  my  peace  also. 

But  in  spite  of  all  this,  or  perhaps  because  of  it,  the 
country  continued  in  a  ferment.  The  deaths  of  Mad 
Jeremy  and  Mr.  Stennis,  mstead  of  quieting  pubUc 
clamour,  made  the  mystery  still  more  mysterious. 
The  weird  sisters  remained  at  hberty,  and  the  wildest 
reports  flew  about.  None  would  venture  out  of  doors 
after  dark.  Children  were  told  impossible  tales  of 
Spring-heeled  Jacks  in  petticoats,  who  (much  less  judi- 
cious than  the  usual  bogie-"  Black  Man,"  "  Homie 
Nick,"  the  lord  of  the  utter  and  middle  darkness), 
confounded  the  mnocent  with  the  guilty,  and  made 
off  with  good  children  as  readily  as  with  children  the 
most  advanced  in  depravity. 
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Of  course  knowing  what  I  knew.  I  had  none  of  these 
feare  I  understood  why  Mr.  Ablethorpe  had  arranged 
for  the  carrying  off  of  Honorine.  Camilla,  and  Sidonia. 

nTfl w'^i,  1^/"!'..^°""^^  ^*^  *^^  "Little  Sisters 
of  the  Weak-Minded."    But  toine.  as  to  others.  Aphra 

remained  the  stumbling-block. 

But  even  this  was  soon  to  be  removed 

On  March  the  sixteenth,  one  month  and  five  days 

after  the  bummg  of  the  house  of  Deep  Moat  Grange. 

the  shenif  s  court  of  Bordershire  was  held  in  the  court^ 

house  at  Loi^own.     My  father  and  I,  with  many 

people  from  Breckonside.  were  there,  and  practically 

all  Bewick  to  a  man.    For  great  interest  'was  felt  in  a 

«^of  mght-poachingin  which  these  two  firm  friends. 

Davie  Elshmer  and  Peter  Kemp,  offcially  had  repeatedly 

given  each  other  the  lie.  ^     ^ 

iJl  ^il'^'-l  'I  [^"^  P^'"J"'y  somewhere."  commented 
the  shenf!.  "but  as  I  cannot  bring  it  home  to  any 
particular  person.  I  must  discharge  the  accused." 

A  certain  subdued  hush  of  various  movement  ran 
along  the  benches,  as  the  listeners  got  ready  to  eo 
Sheriff  Graham  Duffus.  a  red-faced.  jolly  man  wai 
confemng  m  hushed  tones  with  the  fiscal  or  public 
prosecutor,  when  two  tall  young  men  in  irreproachable 
clencaJ  attire  pushed  their  way  up  the  central  passaire 
kept  clear  for  witnesses  by  a  couple  of  burly  poUcemen 
at  either  end.  A  woman  walked  between  them.  She 
was  taU.  veiled,  angular,  and  bore  herself  singularlv 
erect,  even  with  an  air  of  pride. 

«.  Jt^  T"?"""*  °^  *^^  P^^P^^  ^^^"g«d  to  an  awe- 
stncken  hush,  as  the  woman  lifted  her  veil 

It  was  Aphra  Orrin.  and  she  stood  there  between 
Mr.  De  la  Poer  and  Mr.  Ablethorpe 
"  My  lord,"  said  Mr.  Ablethorpe.  in  a  clear  and  domi- 


y 


4^:...--» 


288 


DEEP  MOAT  GRANGE 


nating  voice,  "  I  and  my  friend.  Mr.  De  la  Poer.  arc  or- 
dained clergymen  of  the  Church  of  Scotland.  Episcopal. 
We  are  not  aware  of  the  formula  with  which  we  ought 
to  approach  you.  seated  as  a  judge  in  a  court  of  justice. 
But  we  are  here  because  we  know  of  no  way  mwc  dnrect 
to  carry  out  the  wishes  of  this  poor  woman,  whose  con- 
science has  been  touched,  and  who  by  full  confession,  by 
condemnation,  and  by  the  suffering  of  punKhmcnt 
desires  to  make  what  amends  she  can  for  the  dreadful 
iniquities  in  which,  for  many  years,  she  has  been 

involved."  ,    ,  .^  ..^ 

In  a  moment  all  present  knew  that  it  was  a  mattei 
of  the  mysteries  of  Deep  Moat  Grange. 

"  Who  is  this  woman  ?  "  asked  Shenff  Graham 
Duffus,  the  jovial  air  suddenly  stricken  from  bis  face. 
The  fiscal  had  subsided  into  the  depths  of  an  ofiicia 
armchair.  He  recUned  in  it,  apparently  seated  upor 
his  shoulder  blades,  and  with  half-shut  eyes  watchec 
proceedings  from  under  the  twitcning  penthouse  of  hii 

broMTS.  .         .    „     .J  w 

"  Her  name  is  Aphra  or  Euphrasia  Omn.  said  Mi 
Ablethorpe,  "  and  she  comes  to  make  full  confe^oi 
before  men.  of  what  she  has  akeady  confessed  t 
me  concemmg  the  murders  in  which  she  has  bee 
implicated  at  Deep  Moat  Grange." 

"And  why,"  said  the  sheriff,  "  did  not  youyourse 
hnmediately  inform  the  justice  of  your  country  ? 
Mr.  Ablethorpe  turned  upon  Sheriff  Duffus  with 

pitying  look.  j.   i  ,% 

•♦  I  was  bound,"  he  said  simply. "  by  the  secret  of  tl 

confessional !  "  „ 

••  In  Scotland,"  said  the  sheriff  severely,  we  i 
not  acknowledge  any  such  obligation.  But  no  mati 
for  that,  if  now.  even  though  discreditably  late,  y 
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have  by  your  influence  brought  this  woman  to  make 
public  confession  I  " 

"I  take  my  friend  by  my  side  to  witness— I  take 
Euphrasia  Orrin~I  take  Hun  who  hears  aU  confessions 
which  come  from  the  heart,  to  witness  that  never  have  I 
put  the  least  pressure  on  this  poor  woman's  conscience  I 
What  she  is  now  doing  is  by  her  own  desire  I  " 

The  sheriff  shrugged  his  shoulders,  and  the  ghost 
of  a  smile  flickered  among  the  crafty  wrinkles  about 
the  comer  of  the  fiscal's  mouth.  His  work  was  being 
done  for  hmi. 

"  You  refuse  the  crumb  of  credit  I  was  willing  to  allow 
you,"  said  the  sheriff.  "  Well.  I  put  no  limit  to  what 
any  man's  conscience  may  prescribe  to  itself,  when  once 
It  begins  to  set  up  rules  for  its  own  guidance.  Let  us 
get  to  business.    What  has  the  woman  to  say  ?  " 

The  woman  had  much  to  say.  It  was  the  early 
afternoon  of  mid-March  when  Aphra  began  to  speak, 
and  long  before  she  had  finished  the  court-keeper  and 
his  temporary  assistant  were  Ughting  the  dun  gas  jets 
arranged  at  wide  distances  along  the  wall. 

Her  crape  veil  thrown  back  over  a  bonnet  showing 
a  face,  as  it  were,  carvon  in  grey  granite,  Aphra  Orrin 
stood  before  her  country's  justice  fingering  a  brown 
rosary.  Every  time  she  paused,  even  for  a  second, 
one  could  hear  the  cUck  of  the  beads  mechanically 
dropped  from  nervous  fingers.  Strong  men's  ears  sang. 
It  was  as  if  the  terrible  things  her  Ups  were  relating 
had  been  some  history  of  old,  long-punished  crimes, 
the  record  of  which  she  was  recalling  as  a  warning. 
Yet  within  what  of  soul  she  had,  doubtless  the  woma^i 
was  at  her  prayers. 

Not  once  did  she  manifest  the  least  emotion  or 
contrition,  stiU  less  fear.    And  she  made  her  recital  in 
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the  calmest  manner,  with  some  occasional  rhapsodical 
language  certainly,  but  with  none  of  the  madness 
which  I  should  have  expected. 

She  stood  up,  most  like  some  formal,  old-fashioned 
schoohnistress  reciting  a  piece  of  prose  learned  by  heart, 
without  animation  and  without  interest.  The  dry 
click  of  the  beads  alone  marked  the  emphasis.  The 
young  Anglican  priests  towered  one  on  either  side,  and 
the  quivering  silence  of  the  crowded  courthouse  alone 
evidenced  the  terrible  nature  of  the  disclosures. 


CHAPTER  XXXIV 
JEREMY   ORRIN.  BREADWINNER 

I  HAD  a  younger  brother,  dear  to  me  far  above  my 
life  "  (this  was  AphraOrrin's  beginning).  "  He 
was  the  youngest  of  aU— left  to  me  in  guard  by  a  father 
who  feared  in  him  the  wild  blood  of  my  mother.  For  my 
father  had  married  a  gipsy  girl  whose  beauty  had  taken 
him  at  a  village  merrymaking.  In  the  Upper  Ward 
they  do  not  understand  that  kind  of  nUsaUiance  in  a 
schoohnaster.  And  so,  for  my  mother's  sake,  he  had  to 
leave  his  schoolhouse,  after  fighting  the  battle  against 
odds  for  many  years. 

"  He  died  rich  in  his  new  occupation  of  cotton  spinner, 
but  he  knew  that  the  blood  of  my  mother  ran  in  all  of  us . 
Once,  in  a  great  snowstorm  when  the  schoolhouse  was 
cut  off  from  all  other  houses— it  was  in  the  days  soon 
after  Jeremy  (the  youngest  of  us  aU)  was  bom,  my 
father  awakened  to  find  my  mother  leaning  over  him, 
the  wood  axe  in  her  hand,  murder  in  her  eye.  He  had 
only  time  to  roll  beneath  the  bed,  and  seize  her  by  the 
feet,  pulling  her  down  and  so  mastering  her.  He  had 
to  keep  his  mad  wife,  my  mother,  six  days  in  the 
schoolhouse,  with  only  himself  for  guard,  till  she  could 
be  taken  to  the  asylum,  where  she  died. 

"  After  this  shock  my  father  soon  followed  her  to 
the  grave,  and  I  was  left  with  three  poor  girls  on  my 
hands,  who  could  do  nothing  for  themselves  in  the 
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world— hardly  even  what  I  told  them— and  with 
Jeremy  my  brother.  If  it  had  not  been  for  Jeremy, 
I  might  have  managed  better.  But  he  spoiled  it  aU. 
He  was  wUd  from  his  youth.  The  least  opposition 
would  arouse  him  to  ungovernable  fury.  He  would, 
like  my  mother,  take  up  a  knife,  an  axe,  or  whatever 
was  at  hand,  and  strike  with  incredible  swiftness  and 

strength.  r  u  j  i    ♦  •♦ 

"  After  we  had  lost  our  money— after  1  had  lost  it, 
that  is-my  own  and  my  family's^it  became  my  duty 
to  provide  for  them  more  than  ever.  I  had  lost  it, 
because  richer  people  had  revenged  on  me  and  on  these 
four  helpless  ones  my  poor  father's  too  rapid  success. 
So  I  had  no  right  to  be  squeamish  as  to  means  of  ven- 

e^ance  on  the  rich. 

"  But  while  we  were  in  the  midst  of  some  sad  dreamy 
days  at  Bristol,  Jeremy  began  to  bring  home  money, 
for  which  he  either  would  or  could  give  no  account. 
Nevertheless,  I  could  not  be  sure  which  of  the  two  it 
was  He  was  so  wayward  that  if  I  ventured  to  wk 
for  an  explanation  that  would  be  a  sufficient  reason  for 

his  refusing  it. 

"  I  began,  however,  to  notice  that  withm  a  day  or 
two  after  Jeremy's  flush  periods,  there  was  always  a 
hue  and  cry  in  the  papers^a  sailor  robbed  and  his 
body  found  floating  in  the  dock,  a  '  long  course 
captam  knocked  on  the  head,  and  the  ship  s  money 
missing.  Now  Jeremy  could  never  be  kept  away  from 
the  docks.  Jeremy  had  plenty  of  money.  Jeremy 
only  laughed  when  I  asked  him  how  he  earned  so  much 

without  a  trade.  •        „  «♦ 

••  •  I  can  play  the  fiddle  ! '  he  would  answer,  jeenng  at 

"Yet.  because  there  was  no  other  money,  and  I 
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could  not  let  my  sisters  (who  at  least  had  done  no  wrong) 
suffer,  I  used  what  he  brought.  For  neither,  I  was  sure 
(and  the  thought  comforted  me),  had  Jeremy  done 
wrong,  because  the  mad  can  do  no  crime.  The  worst 
the  law  can  do,  is  only  to  shut  them  up.  And  in  the 
meantime  the  money  was  most  convenient." 

Here  she  paused,  and  a  sort  of  groan  ran  all  round  the 
courthouse,  as  the  meaning  and  scope  of  the  woman's 
revelation  began  to  dawn  upon  the  packed  audience. 
Aphra  Orrin,  being  in  her  senses,  had  employed  the 
madman,  her  brother,  to  murder  right  and  left  that 
the  wants  of  her  brood  might  be  met ! 

There  arose  a  hoarse  mingled  shout :  "  Tear  her  to 
pieces  !  "  before  which,  however,  Aphra  never  blanched. 
But  the  sheriff  was  on  his  feet  in  a  moment.  The 
fiscal  conunanded  silence,  ordering  the  court  officer  to 
apprehend  all  who  disobeyed.  For  the  wise  lawyer 
could  see  well  ahead,  and  knew  that  as  yet  they  were 
only  at  the  beginning  of  mysteries. 

When  silence  was  restored  Euphrasia  Orrin  continued 
without  losing  a  moment,  neither  amazed  nor  alarmed 
at  the  manifestation. 

"  At  Bristol  I  perceived  that  all  this  would  certainly 
end  in  an  unpleasant  discovery — yes,  unpleasant " 
(she  repeated  the  word  as  if  in  response  to  the  threaten- 
ii^  murmurs  !).  "I  was  not  responsible  for  my  poor 
brother,  but  I  thought  it  would  be  well  to  remove  him 
to  a  place  where  there  were  no  docks  and  fewer  tempta- 
tions. I  bethought  myself  of  Leeds.  We  went  there, 
but  somehow  Jeremy  never  took  to  Leeds.  He 
wandered  off  by  himself  to  London,  associating  with 
horse-coupers  and  gipsies  by  the  way.  Suddenly  he 
disappeared.  I  heard  no  more  of  him  till  at  our 
famine-bare  garret  a  letter  anived  containing  a  hundred 
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pounds  in  Bank  of  England  note*— and  an  addrcM." 
Mist  Orrin  put  her  hand  into  a  trim  Httle  reticule  which 
was  attached  to  her  waist,  and  drew  out  a  single  sheet 
of  paper,  on  which  was  written  in  a  sprawling  hand : 
••  H.  Sttnnis,  Pattern  Designer  and  Weaver,  Burnsiie 
Cottage,  Breckonside,  Bordenhire,  N.B." 

At  this  moment  "^  noticed  that  Mr.  Ablethorpe  had 
for  the  first  time  leu  the  side  of  the  speaker— though 
Mr.  De  la  Poer  continued  to  stand  on  attention,  his 
shoulder  almost  touching  the  dark  veil  which  fell 
away  to  one  side  of  Aphra's  face,  and  threw  into  relief 
her  determined  chin.    Mr.  Ablethorpe  was  speaking  to 
my  father.    My  astonishment  was  still  greater  when 
I  saw  my  father  rise  quietly  and  leave  the  courthouse. 
With  a  crook  of  his  finger  he  summoned  Rob  Kingsman, 
and,  without  either  of  them  paying  the  least  attention 
to  me,  both  left  the  room.    Then  I  was  certain  that 
my  father  did  not  wish  to  attract  attention  by  calling  me 
away.    Perhaps,  also,  he  wanted  first-hand  evidence 
of  what  happened  !>**eT  he  was  gone.    Anyway,  he  did 
not  put  himself  at  ail  out  of  the  way  at  the  thought  of 
leaving  me  in  the  lurch  at  Longtown  with  the  night 
falling.    It  was,  of  course,  different  from  what  it  had 
been  before  the  burning  of  Deep  Moat  Grange.    People 
began  to  go  the  roads  freely  again. 

Once  more  Mr.  Ablethorpe  took  up  his  position. 
The  sheriff  had  stopped  taking  notes,  so  absorbed  was 
he  in  what  he  heard.  As  for  the  fiscal,  he  had  never 
attempted  to  take  any.  He  was  enjoying  the  situation. 
This  confession  in  open  court  was  a  thing  unknown  in 
his  experience,  and  he  was  chiefly  afraid  lest  the  sheriff 
little  accustomed  to  this  sort  of  thing,  and  probablj 
anxious  to  get  home  for  dinner,  should  cut  short  the 
sederunt. 


JEREMY  ORRIN,  BREADWINNER       295 

"  At  this  point,"  said  Mr.  Ablethorpc,  who  in  a  way 
tnuined  the  position  of  counsel  for  his  strange  penitent. 
"  I  would  put  into  your  lordship's  hands  papers  of 
some  importance.  They  came  from  Dr.  Hector,  some 
of  them,  and  some  out  of  the  safe  in  the  cellar  of  the 
Grange." 

The  sheriff  was  not  in  the  best  of  humours. 

"  I  consider  all  this  most  irregular,"  he  growled — "  a 
court  of  justice  is  not  a  scene  in  a  theatre !  " 

But  Fiscal  McMath,  who  was  infinitely  the  stronger 
man  of  the  two  in  character  and  conduct,  turned  upon 
him  with  a  kind  of  snarl. 

"  Don't  sink  the  ship  for  the  extra  happorth  of  tar, 
skipper,"  he  said,  in  a  low  voice  (which,  however,  sitting 
rear,  I  could  just  catch),  "  give  them  rope — give  them 
rope  1  We  have  be«i  a  long  time  at  the  job  without 
hanging  them  I " 

At  this  the  sheriff  was  silent,  only  motioning  Mr. 
Ablethorpe  to  give  the  papers  to  Mr.  McMath. 

Our  fiscal,  next  to  my  father  the  best-known  man  in 
the  ^county,  was  a  greyish,  grave  man  with  twinkling 
eyes,  mutlon-chop  side  whiskers,  a  little,  sly,  tip- 
titled  nose,  with  a  dry  bloom  on  the  top  of  it,  as  if  he 
liked  his  spirits  neat.  He  never  smiled,  yet  he  was 
always  smiling.  His  mouth,  when  about  his  duties, 
would  be  grave  as  that  of  Rhadamanthus,  while  within 
an  inch  of  it  a  wrinkle  twitched  merrily  away.  His 
eyes  could  reprove  a  too  light-hearted  witness,  or 
frown  down  an  improperly  jovial  defendant,  all  the  while 
that  a  mischief-loving  sprite,  hovering  within,  held  his 
sides  at  the  unseasonable  jesting. 

On  this  occasion,  however,  it  was  gravely  enough 
that  Mr.  McMath  adjusted  his  gold-rimmed  spectacles 
and  proceeded  to  read. 
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CHAPTER  XXXV 
THE  WITNESSING  OF  MISER  HOBBY 

"  ^*^,  ^*inesstng  and  last  statement  of  Me,  Howard 
S^nms  sometime  weaver  to  my  trade,  afterwards 
latrd  of  the  lands  of  '  Deep  Moat  Grange.'  near 
Breckonstde-to  which  is  added  my  last  WiU  in 
my  own  handwriting.  yy^i*  tn 

"  I  «?^^^  STENNIS.  being  of  sound  mind,  and 
M.,   aesmng  that  after  my  death  nothing  should  be 

mv  JfT         ^^'  ^  ^°'  °°*  ^  *^«  l^^t  to  exculpate 

^d  tV^'T"  "^^^^  ^  ^^^'  ^°^^'  I  have  done  caLy 
and  with  mtention  aforethought  ^ 

shl7c£,r" " '"  ''^  "'^  ^ ''  ^^  ^-  -»^°-^  I 

under  tw' ^'  "f *''"*  *°  ^''"P*  ^  ^°^*""«  accumulated 
have  ioL?H  r.v'°'''  °'  ^"  '^^  ^^y  ^  "^^<J^  °^e.  I 
to  whose  heirs  reparation  can  be  made.    But  it  is  my 

war  with  other  men-a  hater  of  his  kind,  as  I  have 
good  reason  to  be-who  will  continue  my  work  af^Ir 
lajngone.  So  that  in  time,  if  the  hfe  oLur  mst^! 
ment,  Jeremy  Orrin.  be  spared,  one  of  the  ereat^t 
fortmies  of  the  age  may  be  built  up.  ^     ""' 

From  my  youth  I  was  called  Miser  Hobby.    And 
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of  a  lady.    But  she  cWt^?*' ^  »"  Position 
in  my  face.    She  kft  mTJ*".!''?*  ""y  "feti»»'s  work 
«■'  in  a  uniform.    My  Sad  h*"?/"" '«'»"«» 
t'  lore,  but  there  had  aJwt«  it  '«",''l«k  ^d  bitter 
".     That    was    BeS    l^S"  tt'^"'  ^'  "P"" 
i^together,  for  I  cast  BeU  o^"f    "became    black 
like  an  mitimely  birth     T  T  u  J7  ""^  »<>  sight 
that  I  wearied  VThe  IZ     f  l"'^''  ^^  f°'<^ 
to  have  all  in  my  power  Za\J^  ^  ™''  ^-Jd^ly. 
tramping  rascal  oKrXT^  I       °^,*°  ^"'  *"d  he' 
of  bread-that  alone  I  !ountL     ""  "'  ''™"',  a  bite 
to  me  some  day.  I  liew         '*°"-    "  """''l  -=ome 

'  I  looked  about  for  a  i».,_ 
strike.    This  I  fomid  in  Iere^P°"-'«  'he  hand  to 

Tryst  of  Longtown,  whithiTi,  ?™-  "  *^  »'  'he 
web.  There  I  saw  kSefi  ^  ^°"'  '°  "'"ver  a 
«>mersauits  on  a  scra^&  '  H '^  '"*■  '""^ 
hands  and  walked  on  tha^^K  °  ^^^^"^  out  his 
pahns.  The  thumb  wa^Tlong  ^"LT  '  "  ™  *"' 
raised  himself  upon  them  ■>=  .  ,  *"'  ■«'  and  he 
him  take  a  byre  W  ^f  ,  °"  ^'^f,  ^P--  gs.    I  saw 

-and  bend  the  thre^inl^^t.v   Si" '"''=''  ^""^ 
of  rae  hand.  ^  ''^  *^e  mere  strength 

th  J^^s'L^^^Te  taS^t  °'/'^'/  *^^^  *hat 
"m,  I  made  the  tumbler^.  !  ""■  "^^^  ^°'  ^  ^  little 
see  that  at  first  he^y^d  LT'^'r ^^  ^^  I  could 
such  looks.  Iknew^he^uT"'^^-  ^  ^ou^d  read 
heart.    He  mea^^^  ^tdTrte^^  '''*  "^  ^  ^^^ 

"  But  first  I  gave  h^  tn  ^  ■  u  °"  ""^  ^^^  ^ome  ! 
Suddenly  I  turn^elm^X^n^H™"'^  ^  ^^  -°"^d. 
feel  the  linings  of  my  coat    th        '^'J'"*  ^"^  ^^^  ^im 
my  coat-there  m  that  hghted  room 
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to  prove  that  he  would  not  be  twopence  halfper 
the  richer  by  the  transaction.  Then,  leaning  forwj 
as  if  jesting,  I  made  a  proposition.  By  himself,  I  sa 
such  a  man  could  do  but  little.  He  was  but  a  tracl 
beast  without  a  den.  See  ifvliat  it  had  brought  1: 
to,  tumbling  on  a  carpet  for  a  living,  and  hun( 
withal  I  I  would  give  him  safety,  a  position,  the  h: 
road  between  two  market  towns,  neither  of  them  ; 
reached  by  the  railway,  running  before  our  very  dc 

"  Finally,  on  the  doorstep  of  the  Red  Lion,  holdi 
unstably  by  either  lintel,  a  warning  to  all  sober  n 
like  myself,  I  pointed  out  Riddick  of  Langbams,  w 
as  I  knew,  had  that  day  sold  his  two-year-old  hor 
to  the  tune  of  eight  hundred  pounds ! 

"  Jeremy  Orrin  and  I  left  the  lighted  town  behind 
I  am  well  aware  even  then  that  I  put  my  life  in 
hands — how  terrible  was  my  danger  I  did  not  kn< 
For  the  young  man's  wayward  madness  was  as  ; 
hidden  from  me,  as  from  all  the  world  except 
elder  sister.    At  the  Windy  Slap,  a  narrow  wi 
swept  gully,  and  a  wild  enough  scene  at  the  b 
of  times,  I  came   out   suddenly,   and   speaking 
Riddick,  who  was  on   horseback,  asked  him  civ 
if  he   would  need   any  sheets  or  tablecloths  tl 
year.     For  that  I  was  making   out    my   wint< 
orders.    He  knew  me  at  once,  and  bade  me  get  oul 
his  sight  for  an  arrant  self-seeking  miser  that  wo 
keep  a  shivering  man  from  a  good  glass  of  toddy  at 
own  fireside ! 

"  Then  I  lowered  my  prices  till  he  checked  his  he 
beside  a  bank  (for  I  had  been  walking  by  his  si( 
and  while  he  strove  to  calculate  cost  and  rebate  in 
drink-dozened  brain,  Jeremy  quietly  leaped  up  fr 
behind,  and  clasped  about  his  neck  the  broad-palm 
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'^^V^,^  ^  ^  -sh«i  the  b,,e 
We  bmied  hZ%^t]^T"^T"  '^  ""^ 
that  had  that  day  Wn  fin^nT  kirkyard-m  a  grave 
oJ  a  better  niM  ttaThSi^"*  *"""  ^  »»  'ofBn 
Rae.  elder  m  tte  C^e^'"  *''*^'  ^P"^^ 
down  we  laid  him-SSo^""'"'^'^'^''-    "«« 
fiUed  in  and  replaced  ^T^*'  T'  P'*'»-»1«' 
-an  idea  of  my  own     M„^;    ?  ***  "^  «cnre 
or  none  that  nJtt"^     F^.r^^""*"?"  »'  ««  «»rth. 
a  lost  man  in  the  gra™  whllj,"  r"""  ""  ^"^  '-» 
tad  been  laid  wiS  S  *„  7'  ^\  ^^'  -'y-  another 
would  be  saciil^^'lff^'^fal  observances?    R 

method,  I  always  triedVnKT^^*  *'''''  »"  «sed  this 
In  fact.  I  got  Tr^t  ^f '^*  **  both  interments 
at  burials.^  AlsoT^veZL  ""'"?  ^^  '»'=t«>'<le 
the  transitoi^ahS  rf^l,"""'  "^'^  """"ghts  upon 
to  watch  the^m^X'  dafh- "J^-  !^''''=^'  '  "k*'' 
Jeremy's  twelve  ho^Iatr  ^i^'  f^  **""  «"^  »' 

of  ^^.it"^h:t^Tw?cots  '*;  f™-'^  -'^ 

upon.  But  as  far  as  iiftl^^f  '  '^"^'^  ^'P^'J 
our  business  transa^io^»  ^C  .Z^' "!  »ang«J 
<iay  of  a  funeral,  either  at  rv.rB  ^''^  '*"  *'  on  the 
^de-  Bewick  ^  ofl"  °7:f^.t"*°"  "  ^'«''™- 
having  the  fatal  fault  of  hit^  J  ,^   *  graveyard  there 

of  the  manse,  and  the  S'^'^™'^"*'''"*'^'''™ 

nevercaredwhSrheCTtoL'^rT  ,f  '"'''"='°''  ""o 
his  light  burning  till  te?L°,^^  ^*  *"  "'  "ot.  keeping 

have  no  right  to^be  m^te:^'    ^rf"?-    S"^''  ">» 
«»  other  two  paiis^^ed  ^'  '"^  **"  *™'  l*^. 

I  saw.  howwCTTh^t^^  ""y  "«"• 

sary,  ind^  iZl    J     *  "^'^"««  "as  becomimr  neces. 
^.  mdeed  miperahve.    Also,  thanks  to  a  cS 
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:  I 


drover  of  the  name  of  Lang  Hutchins,  I  had  the  moi 
It  was  most  providential  (I  shall  always  so  regart 
that  at  this  very  time  the  place  and  poUcies  of  E 
Moat  Grange  came  into  the  market. 

"  Lang  Hutchins  was  a  pure  windfall — a  catcl 
Jeremy's.  I  had  nothing  to  do  with  that.  One  n 
Jeremy  walked  into  the  weaving-room  with  a  gi 
leathern  pocket-book. 

" '  Where  did  you  get  that  ? '  I  asked.  I  wa 
remember,  at  the  loom,  and  the  pattern  being  an  in 
esting  one,  the  time  had  passed  without  my  regarc 
its  flight.  It  was,  as  a  matter  of  fact,  past  on< 
the  morning. 

"  '  Lang  Hutchins,  the  Bewick  drover,  gied  it  to  i 
said  Jeremy  Orrin,  '  and  as  there  were  nae  funeral 
Breckonside,  and  that  minister  man  at  Bewick  wi 
put  his  candle  oot,  I  had  e'en  to  make  Lang  Hutcl 
up  a  bonnie  bed  in  the  gairden  at  the  Grange  o' 
Moat ! ' 

"  I  rose  mstantly  to  my  feet.  This  was  ind 
terrible.  I  had  a  vision  (which  I  have  often  seen 
reality  since)  of  Jeremy  scratching  the  earth  with 
fingers,  and  creeping  about  on  the  black  soil  like  sc 
unclean  beast,  leaving  marks  easy  to  be  read  by 
first  passer-by.  We  should  be  discovered.  Jere 
would  be  tracked,  and  I  saw  in  appalling  perspective  1 
gibbets,  and  on  one  the  muiderer,  and  on  the  other 
master — ^the  same  Miser  Hobby  who  had  thought 
make  a  lady  of  his  daughter ;  now  Howard  Stem 
Esquire — ^both  raised  to  the  dignity  of  the  hem] 
cravat. 

"  For  a  moment  I  did  not  know  what  to  do — } 
even  I,  to  whom  plans  occur  like  oaths  to  a  bad,  fc 
mouthed,  swearing  man  such  as  Lang  Hutchins,  ( 


-■w^m^mi^mm.' 


:he  money. 

regard  it) 

;s  of  Deep 

I  catch  of 
One  night 
h  a  great 

I  was,  I 
g  an  inter- 
regarding 
ist  one  of 

I  it  to  me,' 
iunerals  in 
ick  wiUna 
;  Hutchins 
nge  o'  the 

as  indeed 
n  seen  in 
1  with  his 
Uke  some 
id  by  the 
Jeremy 
ective  two 
!  other  his 
iiought  to 
i  Stennis, 
e  hempen 

•  do — yes, 
bad,  foul- 
chins,  one 


THE  WITNESSING  OF  MISER  HOBBY     30X 
^r^  ofhS.""  """-  *"»  v«y  <^y  his  ,„„,.  ^ 

repiat!^f  2J^*  «f^"  "f  °«P  "oat  Grange !  'I 
prey  to  every  Ser  Si  /  T  ""'  "'  haWtatton.  a 

come  to  me  I  An-even  m  that  word  it  had 

raisingofamortg^e-thew^S?,!  i.  i^'*""*  '»«  "^e 
moment  Jerem/?rrin  fe^eS  ™?  '  ^V^* 
many^ped  overcoat,  such  as  ?™!T7  ""  *  '™8' 
used  to  wear  in  the  dkvTwh™  '°°«-*^*»«  coachmen 
and  the  •  FljSe  E;3,^  *Tl^  daythe"  Dash- 
wasaboy  inS  bS^^.STf,  ^"•^I'on^le,  andl 
feel  that^the  ^t  t^we"  paddedV^T*'  '  ~"" 
And  there  in  the  wea^^^m  ^1  tl^r  If"^' 
I  drew  out  of  the  lin,«„  i,     j     ,  ^^"®  cottage, 

packets  Of  five-t'ui^Zr^^tngSh'  'Z'^^^ 

X<CeS^  •I'^rj^ttC  ^°^'^- '3 

recently  been  in  a  b^k     Ti.        ''°  ""'  °'  "-em  had 

no  awkward"  "ortoHhe  n^h  """^^  *""'"■'=•  ^ 
Hutchins  had  come  north  ^^",-  """ver.  Lang 
me)  after  quite  T^  o^"  ^^^^^  '»  J"emy  told 
•'  It  wasTs^eTclT^f  nt  '°""'*™  ■»»*«««• 
at  Deep  Moat  cA^e  wher^  ^"*  *'  «"'*«'  P'»* 
the  earth  had  b^%7dZth,u      particular  oblong 

nails  of  Jeremy^  to^e«  *"'  'P"*  '"'^  ""kened 

siglumTh^alj  ^Uh^T"  '^""'^  "•**  ^P°'  °-*  of  our 
that  of  the  vendor's    '^'  Tl'^  6ni,bed~I  mean 
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in  Edinburgh  who  went  over  all  the  agreements  i 
so  on,  for  me,  just  to  see  that  everj^hing  was  in  on 

"  All  the  time  I  was  away  Jeremy  watched,  resol 
that  if  any  one  manifested  overmuch  interest  in 
scratched  soil  at  the  bottom  of  the  lawn  where 
rhododendrons  begin,  he  or  she  should  find  a  qt 
resting-place  beside  them.    But,  barring  one  slij 
accident,  into  the  details  of  which  I  deem  it  useless 
enter  (being  but  a  poor  man  and  not  worth  in 
gross  three  solvent  halfpence)  no  one  looked  n 
the  lawn  or  the  old  orchard. 

"  At  last  Deep  Moat  Grange  was  mine.  Deep  Mi 
Grange  was  paid  for  in  untraceable  money — I  b 
examined  every  note.  Jeremy  and  I  moved  in,  a 
having  heard  all  that  he  had  to  say  about  his  sis 
Aphra,  I  sent  a  hundred  pounds  to  her — and  ( 
address.  Jeremy  said  that  would  bring  her.  We  i 
— or  at  least  I,  who  knew  the  ways  and  thougl; 
the  chatterings  and  clatterings  of  Breckonside,  1 
that  there  was  need  for  a  good,  careful,  managi 
woman  there.  From  what  Jeremy  told  me,  I  v 
certain  that  Euphrasia  Orrin  was  that  woman. 

"  She  was.  I  could  not  have  chosen  better.  Y 
for  all  that,  the  madman  had  deceived  me  in  the  m 
that  all  such  have,  with  a  cunning  far  above  that 
sane  and  grave  persons,  such  as  myself. 

"  Euphrasia  or  Aphra  Orrin  (as  she  was  called)  arri\ 
in  a  few  days.  But  she  brought  with  her  three  ha 
brained  sisters,  concerning  whom,  if  their  brother  h 
breathed  so  much  as  one  word,  neither  Aphra  nor  a 
of  them  should  ever  have  set  foot  within  my  door, 
should  have  claimed  my  granddaughter,  at  that  tii 
cared  for  by  a  decent  working  woman  named  Edgar 
and  -'or  whose  upkeep  I  subscribed  according  to  i 
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eould  have  done  it .  ^'*«''  <«.  Jeremy  and  I 

I  knew  for  certain  th-7*k  ^^^'"'  with  Jeremy 

»tay  *e  would  and  i^she  ^1"°*'.  '^^g*'  and 
she-whelps.  Of  her  foky  Lkrf  ^l'P"«  "«"  »' 
^ould  confine  their  vS«  t^^.r  *""'«•  ">*'  ^' 
between  the  pond  and  ^moat  ^  T'  ~'"»^«J 
'»?'  put  into  some  re^  tT^.  ^t '"»»e  had  now 
»d  we  ^e  3^^  wit^^l^^b^ridge  restored, 
A^for  the  country  cCter  weTJT'H.*"""^"'- 
Besides,  whenever  there  r;  7^1°°''  ""  ^^  to  that. 

we  manifold.    Firstly  shonM  ^^f  ,f"  '"'■  hmmes, 
of  a  successor  actuated  hv,!".'*"  "*»  the  hands 
^i  laclc  of  mo^^^„^\f;  "^tred  of  humanity 
served  by  the  saJie  'a^t  tC"* '''PP<»hig  him  to  bi 
"""ehlhaveuseTlwou^d^T  ""Pon^'hle  tools 
road  that  to  Bewi^^  to  tteS  ""^  i"*'  fr""  «ther 
woods  to  LongwooJ  on  the  iT«"  *''^'  *''"•«'>  the 
?™age  to  the  secluSed  lat^'  u'"'  t  "^«*  *ater 
prange.    I„  ease  of  n«eS     '"'^"'  ^''P  "oat 
accident  •  has  befallenT^ly'R'"PP«ing  that  the 

"'OMs  made  r^vXi- u     °°  "»terest  for  m#.   ♦h^    ?    ,    ^*^  a 

an  ili  Sm!  r      ^  ^°'k  about  it.  e^SJ' J^^"»^  *^«  «««h. 

"•^^  c,u  account  of  my  ^Kt'Sf't^ ,  t?  ^^  ^ 


?i, ' 
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of  the  wood  behind  the  Bailiff's  houses,  and  th 
sculling  lightly,  you  are  carried  all  the  way  by 
current  of  the  Backwater  without  leaving  a  trace, 
the  game  has  been  played  on  th    highway  to  the  rig 
then  there  is  equally  good  going  across  the  pbnd.    I 
recommended  that  the  boat,  being  probably  hea\ 
burdened,  should  return  by  the  north  side,  where  I  hi 
planted  certain  rows  of  weeping  willows,  which 
only  afford  a  grateful  shade,  but  are  seemly  in 
circumstances. 

"  It  was,  however.  Miss  Orrin  (a  clever  woman  in 
way)  who  had  the  best  idea  as  to  the  final  disposil 
of  the  frail  but  compromising  relicts  of  mortality,  t 
appropriately  transported  under  my  weeping  will 
to  their  final  resting  beds.  She  made  perennial  flo 
pots  of  them,  and  nowhere  could  be  seen  such  disj 
of  varied  beauty  as  she  obtained  from  cold,  useless  cl 
"  Personally,  I  have  always  been  opposed  to 
general  uselessness  of  graveyards  and  cemetei 
Nothing  is  better  suited  to  enrich  the  soil  than 
material  which  Jeremy  supplied.  It  is  far  before  pi 
phates,  about  which  there  has  been  so  much  talk  tl 
last  years.    So  I  was  greatly  content  when  Miss  0 

^to  whom  of  necessity  I  had  to  confide  the  secre 

Jeremy's  unfortunate  tendencies,  in  order  that 
might  use  her  influence  to  direct  it  for  our  mu 
advantage — discovered  a  means  at  once  of  secv 
and  of  utihty  by  planting  masses  of  Ulies  in  heart-shj 
plots  all  about,  wherever  Jeremy  had  found  it  neces 
to  disturb  the  soil.  I  beUeve  that  Miss  Orrin  atta 
some  subtle  meaning  to  the  Ulies.  Indeed  had  I 
prevented  her,  she  would  even  have  made  the  ] 
of  the  shape  and  size  of  cof&ns— which  certainly  si 
a  trace  of  the  family  failing. 
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cve'r^^lil"  '*'"•  °  u'°""^'  '"^possible.    I  had,  how 
raent.    The  old,  difficult  (thoueh  oerfertlv  cof.\  •  * 
ment  in  a  doubly  tenanted  mvet^fh  In  ^^  *"*''" 

Z.M^    ™"ed>ate  business,  Simon  BaU  and  I  fre- 
quented marlcets  and  bouelit  all  that  umcT„  J 
the  hoiTK.  fam,     T    """o"'  au  mat  was  necessary  for 

••  BurthrS;^    °  ^  T^-  ■>«  •"""ght  and  I  paid' 

But  the  begmnmg  of  evil  days  was  at  hanrt     i 

have  always  noticed  it.    Man  c  JnoUong  l^^eft  i^ 

NOW  I  was  douig  no  harm  to  any  soul  or  bodv  TS 
the  sun-oundmg  parishes.     Inst^d  I  did  S  eo^ 

£resproTrcrt:^trrn^j^.^-5j:? 

for  this  personaUy.  I  can  conceive  no  rea^     TW 
Whom  Jeremy  took  charge  of  were  invS  str^S^ 

While  I  myself,  giving  shelter  to  these  poor  crea- 

zo. 
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tures,  the  sisters  Orrin — who  without  me  would  ha^ 
been  hunted  from  city  to  city— I,  Howard  Stemu 
whose  only  dissipation  or  distraction  was  to  weave  tl 
thronging  fancies  of  flower  and  fruit  into  my  napei 
— was  no  better  respected  than  an  outlaw  dog.  Th( 
called  me  the  Golden  Farmer,  but  it  was  with  a  snee 
None  would  willingly  linger  a  moment  to  speak  wit 
me,  liOt  so  much  as  one  of  Bailiff  Ball's  tow-head( 
urchins.  If  one  of  them  met  me  in  a  lonesome  pat 
as  like  as  not  he  would  set  up  a  howl  and  dod( 
between  my  legs,  running,  tumbling,  and  making  tl 
welkin  ring,  as  if  I  had  been  some  black  evil  bogi< 

"  Yet,  I  am  a  man  who  all  his  life  has  loved  childre 
and  (with  a  few  exceptions)  carefully  observed  tl 
courtesies  as  between  man  and  man.  When  I  consid 
how  I  have  been  served  by  friends  and  neighbour 
many  of  whom  I  have  repeatedly  obliged,  I  am  fill( 
with  surprise  that  I  have  kept  the  sphere  of  myoper 
tions  so  remote  from  my  insulters.  But  then  I  ha** 
always,  save  perhaps  in  the  case  of  my  daughter  Be 
been  a  forgiving  man.  Even  no^  I  cherish  no  enmii 
against  those  whose  machinations  have  caused  me 
be  suspected. 

"  It  was  about  this  time,  when  the  first-planted  lili 
were  beginning  to  sprout  for  the  third  season,  thi 
Jeremy,  nosing,  as  usual,  here  and  there,  discovered  tl 
ancient  imderground  rooms  across  the  drawbridg 
Immediately  I  saw  the  use  they  would  be  to  us.  Havii 
been  well  brought  up  myself,  I  had  always  regrett* 
the  necessity  of  sending  so  many,  mostly  careless  ai 
godless  men,  to  their  account  imwamed  and  unpr 
pared.  Such  of  them  as  could  be  induced  to  disgorj 
further  sums  of  money  besides  those  carried  on  th< 
bodies  mi^ht  at  least  Iiaye  some  space  for  reflectic 
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wnns.  with  their  low,  mad-folks'  cunniiur    would 
make  a«  of  these  nests  of  chamber  and  hS-Z^ 

wWchThrso"''',""'  ^''^y  endangertTr/thtag 
"  R  .  r^  ,"»  r^'y  »"<»  so  laboriously  thought  out 

of  th^l^'  C"  "  ""' "  '  ''*^'  "'"•*"•  •^^™'"« 

I  hi™  enou^"!!! "  '""  ""^K  '"  "y  "«"  carelessness. 

out  onen^S„^"™?."~1 '"  ""o*  ">»*.  »»«  times 
out  01  ten  men  have  themselves  to  thank  for  the  mis. 

'ZZsl^^YV^r- "  '^  °"'y  the  bi';^^! 

wno  goes  from  house  to  house  and  from  friend  to  friend 

f hl7j°*  *"*''  "  ^"burgh,  for  the  atoianac  told  us 
that  we  were  approaching  the  date  of  the  BewickW^^ 
Jeremy  was  to  make  the  acquaintance Ta  certata 
L^miermuir  farmer  with  a  weU  lined  pocket-^oT 
The  My  bed,  under  which  he  was  to  lie  woud  iu,t 
have  made  out  Miss  Aphra's  pattern  ne^ilv-^^th.W 

^trs^-.  ""**'-^-*"'''"^<'-es:?itno: 

"  For,  without  my  knowledge,  and  quite  auart  frnm 

^d    a^S^"^^"'"^""  "^  carrier  betwii^B/ectn 
toe  ^d^r*^-     ^"y.  *"'y  in  the  morning  it  ^ 
done,  and  the  place  unsuitable  and  quite  unsafe,  being 
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close  by  the  baUiil's  cottage.  But  that  was  not  t 
worst.  The  mare  belonging  to  the  carrier  postman 
knew  him  well,  a  decent  quiet  man,  Henry  Foster  1 
name)  ran  wide  and  wild,  made  a  circuit  of  the  De 
Moat  property  and  turned  up  in  front  of  the  8cho< 
house  at  Breckonside,  the  mail  gig  all  blood  and  leav< 
just  as  the  innocent  bairns  were  going  in  to  say  th< 
morning's  lessons. 

"  The  rest  of  the  business  Jeremy  had  carried  throui 
well  enough.  He  had  sculled  the  body  of  Fost< 
properly  covered  with  bark  and  brushwood,  and  la 
it  comfortably  in  the  place  intended  for  the  Lamm< 
muir  farmer.  He  had  taken  the  mail  bags,  such 
appeared  to  have  anything  of  value  in  them,  turn 
them  inside  out,  burned  them  in  his  baker's  fumac 
and  hidden  away  the  rings  (which  he  could  not  me 
in  some  of  his  private  caches. 

"  Yet  whwi  I  asked  him  why  he  had  done  the  de 
at  all,  he  would  only  reply, '  I  saw  Harry  passing  I 
just  when  I  had  done  whetting  my  knife,  and  I  thoug 
I  would  try  it  on  him ! ' 
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CHAPTER  XXXVI 

THE  HOUSE  OF  DEATH 

(The  last  Testimony  of  Miser  Hobby  is  continued  and 

concluded) 

IT  was  in  the  days  after  the  disappearance  of  Henry 
'^^^ter,  the  mail-post  carrier  between  Bewick  and 
Brwkonsxde,  that  I  became  aware  of  the  increasinij 
madness  of  those  whom  I  had  so  rashly  taken  under 
my  roof  and  protection.    The  younger  sisters,  especially 
Honorme,  thought    nothing  of    standmg    on  walls 
screammg  like  peacocks,  flapping  their  arms,  and  de- 
clarmg  that  they  were  winged  angels,  ready  on  a  signal 
from  on  high  to  fly  upward  into  the  blue.    At  such 
tmi«  Jeremy  would  take  to  his  fiddle  and  lock  himself 
m  the  top  rooms  of  the  house,  especially  affecting  the 
tower    chamber   overlooking   the    Moat.    He   even 
refused  on  several  occasions  to  go  to  work,  though  the 
busmess  mdicated  was  safe  and  remunerative  enough 
1  had  often  observed  with  great  interest  the  home 
coming  of  young  Jamie  Caig.  of  Little  Springfield,  a 
great  taker  of  grass  parks,  a  mighty  dealer  in  weU- 
wmtered  sheep  and  fat  bullocks.    On  one  occasion  I 
watched  him  all  the  way  from  Longtown  with  the  best 
part  of  a  thousand  pounds  in  his  pockets. 

I  remember  that  he  had  on  a  shiny  white  mackin- 
tosh, and  I  thought  he  would  never  leave  the  town. 
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going  into  aU  sorts  of  foolish  and  expensive  cook  shop 
and  toy  bazaars  to  buy  trinkets  and  knick-knacks. 

"  Then,  ^ter  all,  at  the  arch  of  trees  on  the  Pon< 
Road  where  the  way  narrows,  there  was  no  Jeremy- 
though  I  knew  that  the  usual  boat  was  moored  withii 
twenty  yards— fifteen  to  be  exact.  Thus  Caig,  th( 
younger,  a*  d  his  thousand  pounds  passed  unharmed 
In  the  dull  light  I  could  see  him  put  his  hand  into  ai 
open  packet  of  candy  and  take  out  a  piece  to  suck  it 
He  went  by  whistUng,  mocking  at  me,  as  it  were- 
only  that  he  was  such  a  grown-up  babe. 

"  But  there  was  worse  to  come.  At  some  risk  t< 
myself  I  followed  behind.  He  never  even  looked  ove 
i_.  shoulder,  only  quickening  his  pace  as  he  got  nea 
to  the  tumble-down,  out-at-elbows  steading  of  Littl 
Springfield  which  he  had  leased  for  himself. 

"  The  inhabitants,  one  and  all,  must  have  been  wait 
ing  for  young  Jamie  Caig.  For  before  I  could  tun 
away  a  troop  of  children  issued  out  and  rushed  a 
him,  taking  him  by  escalade,  routed  out  his  pockets 
even  his  wife  and  sisters  taking  part,  and  he  all  th 
time  kughing.    I  never  saw  a  more  disgusting  sigl 

in  my  life. 

"  That  night  I  broke  in  the  door  of  Jeremy's  rooi 
where  he  sat  playing  on  the  flute,  and,  with  a  revolv( 
in  one  hand  to  keep  him  in  awe,  I  thrashed  him  severe! 
about  the  neck  and  shoulders  with  my  cane.  H 
sister  said  that  it  was  the  only  way  to  teach  hi] 
obedience. 

"  Indeed,  Miss  Orrin  was  a  sensible  woman,  and  ; 
this  time  remained  my  only  stand-by.  So  long  as 
supported  the  mad  troop,  I  could  count  upon  he 
even  though  it  perilled  her  soul.  She  aided  me  wi1 
her  brother  also,  and  from  her  I  learned  a  thing  aboi 
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Jeremy  which,  though  I  am  generally  brave  enough,  I 
will  admit  disquieted  me. 

"  Jeremy  had  taken  to  digging  under  the  lily  roots 
with  his  finger  nails,  and  when  checked  for  it  by  his 
sister,  he  said  that  he  wanted  to  see  whether  Lang 
Hutchins,  Harry  Foster,  and  the  others  were  '  coming 
up.'  He  added  that  there  would  be  a  resurrection 
some  day,  and  he  was  scratching  to  see  how  soon  it 
would  happen.  He  did  not  want  it  to  come  unawares, 
when  he  was  asleep,  for  instance. 

"  And  he  made  even  my  well-trained  blood  run  cold 
by  laughing  with  chuckhng  pleasure,  declaring  that 
'  when  they  stick  their  heads  through,  Jeremy  will  be 
on  hand  to  do  his  wark  a'  ower  again  !  He  will  twine 
a  halter  round  their  necks  as  they  are  sproutin'  and 
fill  their  mouths  fu'  o'  clay.  Then  Jeremy  will  defy 
even  Aphra  to  gar  them  rise  again.  There's  nae  word 
o'  twa  resurrections,  ye  ken !  So  Jeremy  will  do  for 
them  that  time  ! ' 

"  At  other  seasons,  especially  after  he  had  been  pun- 
ished for  scratching  in  the  soil,  he  would  cry  like  a 
child.  He  generally  did  this  when  Aphra  whipped 
him.  But  in  half  an  hour  I  would  find  him  again  among 
the  lily  beds,  his  hands  all  bound  up  in  fingerless  gloves, 
but  his  ear  close  down  against  the  earth. 

Wheesht— wheesht ! '  he  would  whisper,  putting 
up  a  linen-wrapped  stump  to  stay  me.  '  Listen  to  them 
knocking— they  are  knocking  to  get  oot.  Jeremy  can 
hear  them ! ' 

"  And  though  I  raised  him  with  the  toe  of  my  boot 
and  made  him  be  off  mto  the  house,  yet  his  words  shook 
my  nerves  so  that  I  had  to  go  into  the  weaving-chamber, 
where  I  was  not  myself  till  I  had  taken  a  good  long 
spell  at  the  loom. 
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"  After  some  of  the  later  disappearances,  notably  thai 
of  Harry  Foster — ^for,  as  he  was  in  some  sort  a  public 
servant  wearing  a  uniform,  the  postman's  case  received 
attention  out  of  all  proportion  to  its  importance— the 
police  would  come  about  us,  asking  questions  and  taking 
down  notes  and  references.  There  was  nothing  serious 
in  that,  though  I  was  even  asked  to  justify  my  alibi 
by  giving  the  employ  of  my  time  during  the  day  pre- 
vious to  '  the  unfortunate  occurrence  ' — unfortunate, 
indeed,  for  me  and  for  all  concerned — Harry  Foster 
included.  As,  however,  I  had  both  lunched  and  supped 
with  my  old  friend  and  lawyer,  Mr.  Gillison  Kilhilt, 
and  afterwards  slept  at  his  house,  I  could  not  have  been 
more  innocent  if  I  had  done  the  same  with  the  Queen 
herself,  God  bless  her ! 

"  But  it  was  not  the  police,  rate-supported  and  by 
law  established  (whom  I  have  always  encouraged  and 
aided  in  every  possible  way,  entertaining  them,  and 
facilitating  their  researches  and  departures),  that 
annoyed  me.  The  little,  mean,  paltry  sp3ang  oi 
Breckonside  and  the  neighbourhood  was  infinitely 
more  difficult  to  bear. 

"  For  instance,  there  was  a  boy — a  youth,  I  suppose 
I  should  call  him— one  Joseph  Yarrow,  upon  whose 
rich  father  I  had  long  had  my  eye.  If  it  had  not  been 
that  he  generally  came  in  the  company  of  my  own 
granddaughter  Elsie,  his  neck  would  soon  enough  have 
been  twisted.  But  as  it  was,  he  put  us  to  an  enormous 
amount  of  trouble.  One  never  knew  when  he  would  be 
sp)dng  about,  and  once,  by  an  unfortunate  mistake  of 
my  own,  I  introduced  my  granddaughter  and  this 
intrusive  yoimg  good-for-nothing  into  a  bam  of  which 
our  mad  people  had  been  making  a  kind  of  chapel  of 
Beelzebub. 
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"  There  was  also  a  High-Church  clergyman—a  kind 
of  mission  priest,  I  think  he  called  himself—come  north 
Mdth  a  friend  to  convert  the  Scotch.  He  took  it  into 
his  head  that,  not  malcing  great  progress  with  the  sane 
of  the  neighbourhood,  he  might  perhaps  have  better 
luck  with  Miss  ApHra  and  her  private  asylum ! 

"  And  I  must  say  that  he  had.  The  processions 
and  peacock  screamings  went  on,  but  there  was  an  end 
of  skulls  and  Uttle  cofl&ns  and  crossbones  knocked  to- 
gether like  cymbals  as  they  marched.  Instead,  they 
had  tables  with  crucifixes,  and  confessionals,  and  all 
sorts  of  paraphernalia  in  gold  lace  and  tags.  Mr. 
Ablethorpe  (that  was  the  High-Churchman's  name)  was 
pleased  and  proud.  Four  at  once,  sane  or  insane,  was 
an  unprecedented  mcrease  to  his  scanty  flock.  And  as 
for  him  everything  depended  upon  the  proner  taking 
of  the  sacraments,  it  was  all  right.  Honor  and  the 
rest  would  take  them,  or  anything  else,  twenty  times 
an  hour. 

"  But  in  addition  there  was  '  confession,'  and  you 
may  be  sure  I  went  carefully  into  that  business  with 
Miss  Aphra.    However,  she  reassured  me. 

These  poor  ones  '  (so  she  always  named  her  sisters, 
Honorine,  Camilla,  and  Sidonia)  '  know  nothing  about 
it.  And  as  for  me,  I  confess  only  what  will  not  en- 
danger the  shelter  of  the  roof  which  covers  us.  Because 
of  that  I  am  willing,  for  some  time  longer,  to  retain 
uuconfessed  and  unforgiven  sin  on  my  soul ! ' 

"  This  sounded  all  right  to  me.  But,  fool  that  I  was, 
as  usual  my  confiding  nature  put  me  in  danger.  If 
I  had  suspected  that  some  day  that  same  Mr.  Able- 
thorpe, whom  I  had  received  and  warmed  like  a  snake 
in  my  bosom,  would  carry  off  not  only  Honorine  and 
her  two  mad  companions  to  one  of  his  patent  sister- 
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hoods  (even  Aphra  herself  fleeing,  probably  to  joii 
them  later)  leaving  me  (as  I  am  at  present)  alone  witl 
Jeremy  to  face  the  storm— well,  I  would  have  nippec 
in  the  very  bud  the  propagation  of  erroneous  an< 
Romanist  doctrines.  I  have  always  been  conscien 
tiously  opposed  to  these  in  any  case  I 

"  It  was  the  increasing  waywardness  of  the  entir< 
Orrin  family  which  threatened  to  be  the  ruin  of  al 
my  carefully  planned  scheme.  If  only  I  could  hav< 
kept  them  as  I  first  got  them— Jeremy  docile  anc 
comparatively  easy  of  influence  even  in  his  hours  o; 
wildness,  Aphra  sage  and  wise  in  counsel,  with  j 
firm  hand  over  the  others,  and  all  that  property  o: 
Deep  Moat  Grange  so  excellently  laid  out,  aj  if  or 
purpose  for  our  operations ! 

"  But,  alas  !  Folly  no  more  than  wisdom  will  stanc 
still.  If  only  they  had  been  Uke  my  web,  full  of  subtl< 
combinations  and  devices  which  none  could  work  oui 
in  full  beauty  save  myself,  yet  abiding  still  and  waiting 
for  my  hand  without  the  changing  of  a  stitch  !  Th< 
Orrins  were  no  more  than  my  loom  wherewith  to  spii 
gold — but — they  would  not  bide  as  they  were  during 
my  absences,  however  short. 

"  The  worst  of  it  all  was  that,  having  once  begun  t( 
operate  on  their  own  accounts,  though  most  unfortu 
nately  and  ill  advisedly,  they  would  no  longer  confint 
themselves  to  legitimate  business.  Not  only  Jeremy 
but  even  Aphra  must  needs  try  to  realize  the  mosi 
fantastic  and  impossible  combinations,  like  some  pooi 
drudging  weaver  who  should  attempt  to  execute  on< 
of  my  patterns.  It  was  not  in  them,  the  hare-brained 
mauling  crew,  and  naturally  enough  they  spoiled  th< 
web. 

"  First  of  all,  there  was  the  affair  of  that  young  vaga- 
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bond's  father,  the  rich  shopkeeper  at  Breckonside— 
rich,  that  is,  not  as  I  am  rich,  but  rich  for  a  little  town 
village  anchored  down  on  a  dozen  miles  square  of 
fertile  lands  between  the  Bewick  marshes  and  the 
uplands  of  Cheviot. 

"  Now,  I  had  always  had  it  in  my  head  that  some 
day  a  trifle  might  be  made  out  of  this  Joseph  Yarrow, 
senior.  But  he  was  a  bold,  straight-dealing  man.  who 
knew  that  the  nearest  bank,  or  a  good  investment 
through  his  lawyer,  was  the  best  way  of  keeping  his 
head  whole  on  his  shoulders.  He  went  and  came 
ostentatiously  along  both  our  roads,  by  night  or  day 
—it  mattered  little  to  hun.  He  had  never  more  than 
five  shiJings  and  a  brass  watch  in  his  pockets.  All 
his  business  he  did  by  cheque,  and  he  was  not  at  all 
ashamed  to  enter  a  shop,  or  even  accost  a  man  on  the 
street  of  a  town  where  he  was  known,  and  ask  for  the 
loan  of  five  shillings— which  was  certain  to  be  returned 
on  the  morrow,  with  a  pot  of  home-made  jam  or  some 
delicacy  from  the  crowded  shelves  of  his  shop. 

"  Most  people  liked  dealing  with  this  man  Yarrow. 
As  for  me,  I  never  could  bear  him.  He  had  a 
scornful  eye,  not  questing,  like  his  son's  (whose  neck 
I  could  twist),  but  merely  sneering— especially  when, 
at  distant  ma.  et  towns,  he  would  hear  me  addressed 
as  '  Laird,'  which  is  my  rightful  title.  At  such  times 
he  would  smile  a  little  smile  that  bit  like  vitriol,  and 
turn  away.  And  I  knew  well  enough  that  he  was 
thinking  and  saying  to  himself—*  Miser  Hobby— Miser 
Hobby ! '  Still,  had  I  had  the  sense  to  look  at  the 
matter  in  the  right  light,  this  should  have  cheered 
me— that  he  only  despised  me.  I  mean.  For  if  Joseph 
Yarrow,  the  cleverest  man  in  all  the  neighbourhood, 
was  not  caUing  me  '  Murderer  Hobby,'  then  I  was  safe 
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from  all  the  rest.  But  so  curious  a  thing  is  man,  and 
so  much  harder  to  bear  is  scorn  than  the  worst  accusa- 
tion of  crime,  that  it  was  often  on  my  tongue  tip  to 
jolt  his  self-complaisance  with  a  little  inklhig  of  the 
truth. 

"  All  the  same,  I  laid  it  all  up  against  him — some 
day  I  would  catch  him  coming  home  with  a  goodly 
sum.    So,  after  long  thought,  I  arranged  that  a  letter 
should  be  sent  to  warn  him  that  one  Steve  Caimey,  a 
sUppery  '  dealer '  who  had  long  owed  him  a  large 
amount,  would  be  at  the  Longtown  Fair  to  sell  horses, 
and  that  it  was  now  or  never.      The  thing  was  true. 
Nothing,  indeed,  could  be  truer.    Jeremy  was  fore- 
warned, and  all  should  have  passed  off  easily  and  fitly 
as  the  drawing  on  of  an  old  glove.    But  because  that 
fool  Jeremy  hid  seen  instruments  of  music  (of  which 
he  is  inordinately  fond)  by  the  score  and  gross  in 
Yarrow's  shop  down  at  Breckonside,  he  must  needs 
put  the  man  into  a  cell  behind  the  Monks'  Oven,  instead 
of  finishing  the  matter  out  of   hand.    Aplmi   also 
mixed  herself  up  in  the  affair,  urging  Yarrow,  who 
must  have  had  an  excellent  idea  where  he  was,  to 
sign  the  cheque  they  had  found  on  him,  as  if  that  made 
any  difference !    I  know  a  man  in  Luxembourg  who 
will  give  two-thirds  value  on  a  cheque  drawn  on  a  sound 
account,  and,  in  addition,  provide  the  signature  from 
any  reasonable  copy.    It  is  never  the  first  owners  who 
lose  with  such  things.    There  were  plenty  of  Yarrow's 
receipted  bills  about  the  house,  and  there  need  have 
been  no  difficulty  about  that.    But  unhappily  I  was 
from  home,  and  so  everything  went  t   pigs  and  whistles. 
"  Then  it  pleased  Miss  Orrin  to  take  a  violent  jealousy 
of  my  granddaughter,  Elsie  Stennis,  and  to  sequester 
her  somewhere  about  the  premises,  which,  of  course. 
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brought  the  storm  about  our  ears  in  full  force.  With 
this  folly,  'vorse  than  any  crime,  I  am  glad  to  record 
that  I  had  nothmg  whatever  to  do.  Doubtless  the 
business  was  carried  out  by  Jeremy  under  the  orders 
of  his  sister  Aphra.  I  have  at  least  this  to  be'thankful 
for,  that  as  long  as  I  retained  the  full  and  entire  direc- 
tion of  affairs  Deep  Moat  Grange  might  have  been 
called  the  vale  of  peace  and  plenty. 

"  Then  came  Parson  Ablethorpe,  who  in  collusion, 
most  Ukely,  with  his  missionary  associate— De  la  Poer, 
I  think  he  calls  himself— spirited  off  the  women,  Aphra 
last  of  all.    It  was  a  case  of  rats  leaving  a  sinking  ship. 
Had  it  not  been  for  the  loss  of  Miss  Aphra,  for  whose 
character  I  had  some  respect,  I  should  have  been  glad 
to  see  the  last  of  them.    But  as  soon  as  the.influence 
of  his  sister  was  removed,  Jeremy  became  wilder  and 
madder  than  ever.    I  could  see  him  on   moonlight 
nights  creepmg  about  among  the  lily  clumps,  digging 
here  and  scraping  there,  his  hands  and  feet  bare  and 
earth-stained.    Then,   seated   tailorwise   among    the 
mould,  he  would  play  strange  music  on  his  violin,  and 
laugh.    On  dark  nights  it  was  not  much  better.    I  could 
not  see  him,  it  is  true.    But  I  could  hear  him  digging 
and  panting  like  a  wild  beast,  or  laughing  to  himself, 
and  then  stopping  suddenly  to  croon,  '  Down  Among 
the  Dead  Men  1 '" 

♦  ♦  •  •  • 

"  This,"  said  Mr.  Fiscal  McMath,  "  is  the  last  entry 
in  what  purports  to  be  a  narrative  or  diary. ' '  He  turned 
to  another  leaf  left  behind  in  the  house  and  recovered 
by  the  searchers. 

"  Ah,"  he  said,  "  here  is  yet  another  paragraph.  If 
is  dated  '  February  10,  morning."  and  runs  as  follows  : 
'Came  home  to  an  empty  house.    Jeremy  madder 
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than  ever,  playing  and  laughing  about  the  house- 
nothing  to  eat.  Dined  with  Ball  at  the  bailiff's  cottage 
I  did  not  like  the  way  Jeremy  looked  at  me  when  1 
refused  him  money.  But  it  is  h^  or  I  for  the  mastery, 
In  case  of  an3rthing  happening,  the  lines  which  follow 
contain  my  last  will  and  testament :  I  die  at  peace 
with  all  men,  and  I  leave  everything  of  which  I  die 
possessed  to  my  granddaughter,  Elsie  Stennis  1 
"  (Signed) 

"  Howard  (sometimes  called  Hobby)  Stennis.'  " 

"  The  wretch !  The  villain  !  The  robber  I  "  cried 
Aphra  Orrin,  for  a  moment  forgetting  her  r61e  oi 
penitent — "  to  take  from  us  who  earned  in  order  to 
give  all  to  a  stranger  1 " 

"  Elsie  will  never  touch  a  penny  of  it !  "  I  shouted, 
but  my  voice  was  lost  in  the  universal  howl. 

"The  woman  stands  fully  committed — take  hei 
away  I  "  cried  the  sheriff. 

He  had  glanced  at  his  watch.  It  was  in  fact,  long 
past  his  dinner  hour  I  As  if  moved  by  his  hand 
policemen  rapidly  displaced  the  two  clergymen,  and 
Aphra  disappeared  down  a  flight  of  stairs  to  the  cells 
below. 

But,  curiously  enough,  the  mob  had  no  thought 
of  her.  The  reading  of  Hobby  Stennis'  confession — 
so  ghastly,  perverted,  cold-blooded,  dead  to  all  moral 
sense,  even  triumphant,  ending  with  the  will  which 
gave  everything  to  Elsie — had  so  incensed  the  people 
that  there  was  a  rush  when  a  kind  of  crack-witted 
preaching  man  from  Bewick  shouted,  "  Make  an  end, 
ye  people,  make  an  end !  Let  none  of  the  viper's 
brood  escape  I  She  is  a  woman,  this  Elsie,  and  will 
breed  the  like — ^murderers  and  monsters  every  one  ! 
She  is  a  Stennis,  and  we  have  had  enough  of  such, 
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ToBreckonsidel  To  the  Bridge  End  I  Find  the  h  Jress. 
chMcn  as  the  fittest  to  succeed  the  man-slayers  and 
make  an  end  I    Hang  her  quick  to  a  tree  !  " 

I  could  now  see  what  my  father  had  meant  by  leaving 
the  place  so  hurriedly.    Mr.  Ablethorpe.  who  knew, 
had  warned  him  of  what  was  coming.    And  that  as 
there  was  no  other  outlet  for  the  passions  of  the  an^ 
mob.  Elsie  might  be  in  some  temporary  danger  of  vio- 
lence and  ill  usage,  if  of  nothing  woree.    Therefore, 
he  had  hurried  off.  taking  Rob  Kingsman  with  him. 
As  for  me.  even  while  thinking  these  thoughts.  I  was 
swept  out  of  the  doorway,  and  carried  along  by  the 
throng,  my  feet  scarcely  stouching  the  ground.    The 
mob,   chiefly  rough  Bewick  miners  and  labourers 
took  the  road  toward  the  Bridge  End  of  Brecksonside 
at  a  trot,  bawling  "  Death  and  vengeance  I  "  against 
all  of  the  blood  of  Stennis. 

And  there  was  now  but  one  of  that  name  and  race 
— ^Elsiel 


CHAPTER   XXXVII 
I  AM  HEROIC 

YOU  may  be  sure  that  I  kept  up  with  the  croi 
It  was  a  disagreeable  crowd— Bewick  M 
pitmen,  and  the  navvies  from  the  East  D«ic  i 
Thorsby  waterworks— they  were  making  a  new  pipe-] 
through  the  Bewick  Beck  Valley,  and  the  nav^ 
were  interested  in  poaching— so  that  was  what  1 
brought  them  so  far  from  home.  Only  the  few  Bre 
onside  people  who  had  not  left  early  knew  anyth 
bout  Elsie. 

All  that  was  known  to  the  bulk  of  those  present  y 
that  Hobby  Stennis  had  amassed  a  great  fortune 
entrapping  and  making  away  with  drovers,  fara 
and  cattle  dealers— that  he  had  rigged  out  Deep  M 
Grange  for  that  purpose,  and  that  in  his  last  will  j 
testament  he  had  expressed  a  wish  that  his  heirs  she 
continue  the  business.  The  sole  heir  appeared  to 
a  certain  Elsie,  and  her  they  naturally  enough  t 
for  a  dangerous  malefactor. 

There  must,  however,  have  been  a  Breckoni 
traitor  among  them,  for  as  soon  as  they  reached 
town  they  made  straight  for  the  cottage  at  the  Bri 
End.  The  door  was  burst  in,  the  poor  fumi1 
turned  topsy-turvy— Elsie's  books  thrown  ab 
But  I  knew  better  than  to  interfere  at  this  pc 
There  was  something  much  more  serious  coming. 

I  knew  very  well  that  my  father  would  nevei 

m 


.•^f 


I  AM  HEROIC 


321 


tie  crowd, 
ick  Muir 
[)ene  and 
IT  pipe-line 
e  navvies 
what  had 
ew  Breck- 
anything 

'esent  was 
Drtune  by 
i,  farmers 
)eep  Moat 
t  will  and 
drs  should 
ired  to  be 
Dugh  took 

reckonside 
iached  the 
the  Bridge 
furniture 
m  about, 
liis  point, 
ling. 
,  never  let 


poor  Nance  Edgar  suffer  for  something  that  she  had 
not  bwn  mixed  in  at  all.  When  Joseph  Yarrow  started 
m  to  do  a  thing~I  don't  mean  me—it  had  to  be  gone 
tiirough  with,  even  though  it  cost  some  odd  halfpence 
For  my  father,  keen  at  a  bargain  as  he  was.  did  not 
spare  his  money  when  once  he  put  his  hand  deep  into 
his  pocket. 

So  I  pegged  it  down  the  road  and  over  the  bridge, 
with  the  hottest  of  the  pack  at  my  heels.  Somebody 
must  have  told  them  that  Elsie  had  gone  to  "  the 
Mount."  And  if  I  could  find  who  that  person  was. 
I  would  wring  his  neck  on  the  High  Street  of  Breckon- 
side-which  would  be  not  a  bit  more  than  he  deserves. 
D^ath  to  the  Stennises  I    Death  to  the  murderers  I  " 

I  could  hear  the  shout  right  at  my  heels,  turning 
after  turning,  till  at  last  I  was  in  the  home  stretch, 
and  clambenng  up  the  steep  ascent  to  the  red  brick 
y^  within  which  stood  the  house  that  was,  my  home. 
What  was  my  surprise  to  find  aU  the  iron  window 
shutters,  which  ever  since  I  could  remember  had  been 
turned  back  against  the  wall  (and  each  caught  there 
with  a  screw  catch)  fitted  into  the  window  frames  1 

My  father  was  on  the  housetop.  I  could  just  see 
him  over  the  railings,  for  it  was  darkish  in  spite  of  the 
moon. 

"}^  ?**  y°^'  J°«  ^  "  ^«  called  out,  leaning  forward 
till  I  thought  he  would  fall  off. 

I  answered  that  it  was— I  and  no  other. 

"  Then  be  off  with  you  round  by  the  stables.  All 
IS  shut  here.    One  of  the  two  Robs  will  let  you  in  I  " 

He  meant  Rob  Kingsman  or  Rob  McKinstrey.  So 
I  tell  you  I  tracked  it  about  the  house  and  thumped  on 
the  gate.  There  was  not  much  time,  you  understand, 
for  the  first  of  the  band  were  ahready  shouting  and 
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gesticulating  to  my  father  to  give  up  Eliie  Stmni 
They  meant  to  make  an  end  of  all  the  "  muxderii 
lot,"  and  of  any  who  sheltered  them !  So  they  sai 
and  by  the  accent  and  the  taint  of  whiskey  in  the  ai 
I  could  make  out  that  there  were  a  lot  of  Irish  amoi 
them.  Now  the  Irish  that  stay  at  home  are  ve 
decent  people  indeed,  as  I  have  good  reason  to  kno' 
but  those  that  come  about  Breckonside  to  work 
the  quarries  and  waterworks  are  the  devil  and  all- 
Mr.  AUethorpe  and  the  vicar  will  excuse  me  the  expn 

sion. 
Well,  I  knocked  and  I  shouted,  but  never  an  answ 

got  I. 

At  last,  at  the  window  of  the  sleeping-room  that  w 
Rob  Kingsman's,  I  saw  a  white  blob  which  I  ma 
out  to  be  the  occupant's  face. 

"  Hey,  Rob  1 "  I  cried ;  "  let  me  in,  Rob.  Th 
are  after  me—at  my  heels !  " 

"  Reason  the  mair  for  you  bidin'  where  ye  an 
said  Rob,  whose  strong  point  was  certainly  not  courai 
"  if  they  have  done  ye  no  harm  as  yet,   just  ke 
quiet  and  they  will  do  ye  none  whatever.    Ye  are 
Stennis.    The  Stennises  are  a'  weel-faured  !  " 

"  But  I  want  to  help— I  want  to  get  in !  Dc'il  ti 
ye,  Rob,  let  me  in  1 " 

I  think  even  the  vicar,  good  Churchman  as  he 
(though  not  in  Mr.  Ablethorpe's  sense)  would  ha 
forgiven  me  the  strength  of  the  last  expression 
considering  the  provocation,  that  is.  As  also  the  fs 
that,  Uving  so  near  Scotland,  where  there  are  so  ma 
"  Presbies  "  about,  the  very  best  Churchman  is  son 
times  seduced  into  their  rough,  but  picturesque,  ha 
of  speech. 

"  Here,  Joe !  "  said  Rob,  after  a  while,  taking  pi 
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on  me.    He  opened  a  little  wicket-just  one  pane  of 
Ws  iron^rred  wir-^nw,  for  my  father  had  had%very. 

^t  r^h'  ?'.  t  ^'"'^^^  at  the  fixst^ 
about  RKidick  of  L^gbams  and  the  other  lost  famers 

•  barrel  that  had  sugar  intil't  doon  by  the  weigSng 

TvtSl'  ^f^."'*^  *^^*-  ^^  «^d-dinna  shoot 
onybody.  Use  the  pistol  only  in  self^efence.  TTicre's 
nae  law  again'  that  I  " 

The  next  moment  I  had  a  revolver  in  one  hand  and 
a  pouch  of  cartridges  in  the  other-yellow  bag.  waist 
belt  and  all  I  I  tell  you  I  felt  the  dtiz^  of  no 
njeanaty  as  I  buckled  them  on.  I  would  not  ha^ 
changed  places  mth  the  Prince  of  Wales  going  to  open 
an  Aquanum  For,  you  see.  I  had  never  been  allo^ 
to  go  near  the  htUe  room  where  my  father  kept  the 
firearms  for  sale,  the  sporting  ammunition,  and  the 
other  touch-and^o  truck,  which  interested  me  mo« 
^^ytiung  m  the  place.    Of  course,  when  father 

ZJr  r'.'^J^^^u  ^  "^^^  ^^*  «^"«  ^d  helped 
myself  But.  though  you  mayn't  think  it.  I  hada 
sort  of  pride  about  that.  .  *  "«u  « 

t^  t  7^'a  ^!  T  '*^P^«  **~"*  ^^  yard  and 
LvIT'n..  \?^^'  ^"*  *°  ^^""^  *  '^'  ^'^^^  revolver 
Sr^  ;r^  ^"^P^'"  <:artridges-and  me  outside  and 
??w  ^K^f"""  ^s^de-why.  it  was  just  the  primest 
thmg  that  ever  happened  to  me  in  all  my  life 

When  I  reached  the  outer  gate  (that  by*  which 
Dapple  had  entered.  Mad  Jeremy.no  doubt,  riding  her 
to  tte  door)  Rob  McKinstrey  shouted  that  tf  I 
looked  sharp  he  would  let  me  in  and  have  the  yard 
door  shut  again  before  ever  one  of  the  Paddies  could 
get  his  nose  mside. 


iii.^'iK^^-^i^ae^  "i^iT^iBfW 


3M 


DEEP  MOAT  GRANGE 


'I 


But  I  knew  better  than  that— oh,  ever  so  mud 
better. 

Not  many  fellows  get  a  chance  to  die  nobly,  like  { 
young  hero,  in  front  of  his  own  father's  house,  in  defence 
of  his  girl— with  not  only  that  girl,  her  own  self,  bu' 
also  his  second  best — I  mean  another  girl  friend  (o 
his  mother's)  looking  out  at  him  from  the  wall,  jus 
like  the  beautiful  Jewess  Rebecca,  and  Rowena  thi 
Saxon,  and  all  that  lot. 

So  I  chaiged  round,  knowing  that  the  eyes  of  Elsi< 
and  the  Caw  girls  were  on  me.  And  there  in  front  o 
the  house  was  a  whole  mob  of  Geordies  and  Paddies 
navvies,  and  all  the  general  riff-raff,  with  here  ani 
there  an  angry  Bewicker  who  knew  no  better — al 
calling  for  Elsie  to  be  given  up  to  them.  My  fathe 
was  up  on  a  flat  part  of  the  roof,  and  was  haranguini 
them,  as  if  he  had  been  brought  up  to  the  business 
They  were  flinging  dirt  and  stones  at  him,  too,  am 
one  had  clipped  him  on  the  side  of  his  head,  so  tha 
the  blood  was  trickling  down  his  temple,  which  mad 
me  mad  to  watch.  Morning  had  come  by  this  tim< 
so  that  was  how  I  could  see  so  well.  It  comes  predon 
early  at  Breckonside  this  time  of  the  year,  as  yo 
would  know  if  your  father  started  you  out  as  early  s 
mine  did.  We  have  lots  of  winter  tiiere,  but  when  th 
light  time  does  arrive,  it  comes  along  early  and  sta) 
to  supper. 

Well,  you  see,  ever  since  my  father  took  so  stiffly  1 
Elsie,  I  had  been  pretty  much  gone  on  the  govemo 
I  suppose,  even  before  that,  I  would  not  have  set 
him  mishandled  without  shaking  a  stick  for  him.  Bi 
now,  it  just  made  my  blood  boil,  and  I  am  not  one  < 
your  furious  heroes  dther.  I  always  think  well  befo: 
I  let  my  courage  boil  over.    As  you  may  have  notic< 
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from  this  biography.  I  do  not  profess  to  be  one  of  your 
fetch-a-howl-and-jump-into-the-iing  heroes 

But.  as  father's  spring  sale  advertisements  say.  this 
was  an  opportunity  which  might  never  occur  again. 
(It  didn  t.  as  a  fact.)  ^ 

So  I  got  right  between  the  crowd  and  our  varnished 

h^H  «?m '  r^-  "^^^^  '*°°^  °^y  ^^^''  ^«^  his  broken 
head,  still  holdmg  forth  as  to  what  he  would  do  to 

least  that  even  the  back  ranks  would  get 

wh^T7^'  ""^^  ^  '^  ^""^  °^  ^o'^g  them.    So. 
when  I  stepped  up  on  the  stone  stoop  with  the  morning 

Zln^^  5  t^  ™y  '"^°^^^'  ^^  ^y  warlike  eyf 
^mnbng  t  other  way  along  the  sights,  one  h  Jd 
behmd  my  back  as  I  had  seen  them  do  in  pictures  of 
dudhsts  m  the  Graphic  (when  they  do  half-page  pictures 
to  Illustrate  what  father  calls  "  bloodthLty  yams  " 
I  never  read  the  smaU  print,  of  course,  but  the  pictures 
are  prime  for  sticking  up  over  a  fellow's  bed)  and  the 
yeUow  leather  belt  and  open  pouch  for  cartridge^ 

m^i/  n^f  *  ^^'^^  ^^  *he  fanciest  pri^  for 
^^f  at  that  moment— I  really  wouldn't.  If  it  had 
b«en  at  Earl's  Court,  they  would  have  marked  me 

w  ^^''T'"'  ^^  ^^  "^^  *°  J"^«  the  other  exhibits  I 

Well,  of  course,  these  fellows  had  never  seen  the 

funny  round  black  dot  a  loaded  revolver  makes  when 

lLSnH°r  I  ??^'  n  *  y°"'  "«^*  ^y«  ^d  the  fellow 
behmd  looks  like  pullmg  the  trigger.    And  I  teU  you 

the  1^  keen  even  began  to  sneak  off.    Pretty  soon  they 

S^^gfooliJliir'^^''^*'^^*"^^^'^^^-^- 
But  what  they  felt  was  nothing  to  what  /  did  a 
moment  after. 
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You  see,  my  father  didn't  know  what  had  be< 
happening  down  below.  He  couldn't  see,  for  oi 
thing.  The  jut  of  the  porch  hid  my  warlike  array  ar 
bold  defence:  So  he  couldn't  understand  who  tl 
— umph — was  down  there.  To  make  out  he  can 
forward  and  leaned  over  the  stone  cornice  at  the  er 
of  the  railings,  with  Elsie  on  one  side  of  him  and  Harri< 
Caw  on  the  other. 

I  stood  up  as  noble  as  the  boy  on  the  burning  dec 
orFitz-James,  when  he  said  — 

"Come  one,  come  all,  this  rock  shall  fly 
From  its  firm  base  as  soon  as  I !  " 

Or,  at  any  rate,  something  like  that.  But  my  fe 
were  really  on  my  native  doorstep,  while  as  for  Fit 
James — ^my  father  sajrs  that,  whether  the  rock  flew  < 
not,  he  had  no  title  to  it  that  could  stand  the  least  sn 
of  law. 

Before  my  father  spoke  to  me,  both  Elsie  smd  Harri 
Caw  thought  that  I  looked  "  just  too  heroic."  Tl 
I  heard  on  good  authority,  and  it  pleased  me,  for  th 
was  the  exact  effect  I  was  trying  to  produce.  Els 
was  such  a  brick  as  to  swear  that  she  thought  so  ev( 
fter,  and  to  this  day  she  sticks  to  it.  Girls  ha' 
some  good  points. 

But  it  was  awful  enough  at  the  time. 

"  Joe,"  shouted  my  father,  and  I  could  see  his  fa 
red  and  threatening  above  me,  with  the  effort  of  lea 
ing  so  far  over,  "  if  you  do  not  put  up  that  popgi 
and  come  in  the  house  directly,  I  will  come  out  wi 
a  cane  and  thrash  you  within  an  inch  of  your  lif e  !  " 

He  even  went  on  to  give  particulars,  which  I  thii 
was  mean  of  him  in  the  circumstances.  But  no  fellc 
can  aigue  mih  his  father — at  least,  not  with  one  li 
mine — so  I  stepped  round  to  the  door.    My  fatli 
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met  me.  took  the  revolver  away  from  me,  and  made 
as  If  he  would  box  my  ears.  Last  of  all,  he  told  me 
to  go  mto  the  back  kitchen  and  wash  my  face— and 
ears. 

I  could  have  forgiven  him  all  but  that  woid. 
Then  Harriet  Caw  giggled,  and  said  she  would  come 
Mid  see  that  I  did  it.    But  just  then  the  tide  turned 
For,  heanng  Harriet  say  this,  Elsie  came  along,  too 
and  though  I  was,  indeed,  pretty  grimy  with  racing 
and  scratching  along  after  these  Bewick  pit  fellows 
she  took  my  hands,  right  under  the  nose  of  Harriet 
Caw,  and  said,  "  Joe,  I  thank  you  for  saving  my  Ufe  !  " 
Then,  loosing  one  of  my  hands,  she  put  her  pahn  on 
my  shoulder,  and  stooped  and  kissed  me  on  the  fore- 
head, ever  so  stately  and  noble,  like  another  of  those 
Graphic  pictures. 

But  evidently  Harriet  Caw  did  not  think  so,  for 
she  only  sniffed  and,  turning  on  her  patent  mdia- 
nibber  heels  (which  she  had  bought  to  imitate  Elsie) 
she  went  right  upstairs. 

So  it  was  Elsie  who  helped  me  to  wash  away  the 
smoke  of  battle.  That  wasn't  so  altogether  bad. 
You  should  have  seen  her  eyes,  all  you  other  fellows, 
when  I  undid  the  yeUow  leather  belt  from  about  my 
war-worn  waist,  and  gave  her  the  pouch  of  cartridges 
to  put  away. 

"  Are  they  Dum-Dum  ?  "  she  said  reverently. 

And  I  said  they  were. 

I  didn't  really  know  about  the  cartridges,  but  at 
least  /  was-and  Elsie  liked  it  very  weU.  The  fellows 
who  talk  a  lot  at  such  times  never  get  on  with  girls 


'fl..J^W'. 


I' 


CHAPTER  XXXVIII 
A  FIT  OF  THE  SULKS 

JOVE,  wasn't  it  just  ripping  to  think  that  at  h 
a  chap  could  go  where  he  liked,  and  do  wi 
he  liked— all  that  horrid  lot  at  the  Grange  being  eitl 
dead  or  with  the  locksmith's  fingers  between  the 
and  the  outside  world  !  Ripping  ?  Rather !  It  vi 
like  a  new  earth. 

All  the  same,  you  have  no  idea  what  a  show  pla 
the  ruined  Grange  became.  Old  Bailiff  Ball  stay 
on  and  made  a  pretty  penny  by  showing  the  peoj 
over.  Especially  the  weaving-room,  and  where  o 
Hobby  sat,  and  the  keyhole  through  which  Eli 
peeped  to  see  her  grandfather  as  if  praying  over  tl 
loom,  with  Jeremy's  knife  hafted  between  his  should 
blarles !  I  think  they  would  have  had  a  magic  lante 
next!  But  finally  this  was  stopped  by  the  poll 
people.  For  Miss  Orrin  was  still  to  be  tried,  and  j 
the  money  that  could  be  got  out  of  the  grounds  of  De< 
Moat  Grange  was  to  be  given  back  to  the  friends  ai 
relatives  of  the  people  who  had  been  "  arranged  for 
But  the  mischief  was,  nobody  wanted  to  buy,  ar 
the  whole  place  was  in  danger  of  going  to  rack  ar 
ruin. 

As  for  me,  I  took  to  wandering  about  a  good  de 
there.  Maybe  I  was  love-sick — though  I  hope  no 
for  my  good  name's  sake.    At  least,  it  was  about  th 
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time  father  said  that  we  were  far  too  young  for  any 
thought  of  marriage,  but  that  Elsie  could  stay  on  in 
our  house.  Then  Elsie  was  not  happy,  and  was  aU 
the  tone  wantmg  to  go  back  to  Nance  Edgar's  and  her 
teachmgat  Mr.  Mustard's-becausemy  mother  had  got 
acc^tomed  to  tiie  Caw  girls.  Harriet  and  Constant 

•*?11  ^'  f"^  ''°'^^  "^'^  ^^  ^e  thought  of  parting 
v^th  them.  So  Elsie,  of  course,  would  not  stay,  a^d 
go  she  did,  as  you  shall  hear. 

T  Zl'l'^iu^"'^  ^^^  ""^""^  P"**y  €^°od  times,  she  and 
I.  but  for  this  wony.    Father  was  about  as  fond  of 

O^Z^  I  ™  (owmg  to  the  time  behind  the  Monks' 

mnS^'    r'*:'?^*^'^'h«w<>^d  not  go  openly  against 

r^/j"*^?J  "!•  u"i  ^  ^'  ^°"^«-    It  wWnot  to  be 
e^ted     If  It  had  been  anything  to  do  with  the 

tLZ  ,f  "''^'  V°"^^  '^P^y  ^^^«  told  mother 
to  mind  her  own  affairs.    And  mother  would  have 

Well  aU  this  made  me  pretty  melancholy-with  no 
more  stand-up  m  me  than  a  piece  of  chewed  string.  I 
read  poetry  too.  on  the  sly-such  rot.  as  I  now  L- 

?l?irj?^^  "^""^  P^  ^'^t'  »>^*  ^  the  words 
twisted,  the  grammar  all  tail  foremost,  and  no  sense 
at  all  mostly.  I  don't  wonder  nowadays  people  only 
use  It  m  church  to  sing-and  even  then  iever  think 
of  tonging  away  their  hymn  boc^  3  with  them. 

So  what  with  the  poetry,  and  the.  elancholy  brought 
on  by  «je  thought  of  Elsie  going  ba.k  to  have  tha 
old  bnstly  weasel-faced  Mustard   breat  e  down   her 
neck  when  she  was  doing  sums.  I  brougit  myself  to 

but  said  nothmg.    She  had  aches  of  her  own  unde; 

Sm„  "'  Tf  *'^°"''  ^^'^*  "^^^  ^'^t)  when  Harriet 
^w  went  past  her  on  our  stairs  rustling  in  silk  under- 
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things  and  an  impudent  little  nose  in  the  air  as  if 
snwlt  a  drain. 

At  any  rate  I  spent  a  good  deal  of  time  in  the  wo< 
that  summer.  Woods  are  most  sympathetic  pla 
when  you  are  young  and  just  desperately  sad,  but  ca 
for  the  life  of  you  tell  why.  Doctors,  I  believe,  kn< 
But  when  mother  asked  old  Doc  McPhail,  he  oi 
grinned  and  said  she  had  better  "let  the  kail-] 
simmer  a  while  longer.  The  broth  would  be  none  i 
worse ! " 

But  my  mother  could  make  nothing  out  of  that,  i 
I  either  for  that  matter.  Yet  through  the  glass  of  1 
office  door  I  actually  saw  the  doctor  grin  at  my  fath 
and  my  father— yes,  he  actually  winked  back  I  ( 
brutes,  both  of  them — ^fifth  commandment  or  no  fi; 
commandment ! " 

"  No  books—no  office  I  "  said  old  McPhail,  "  not 
a  while.    Let  the  colt  run  till  he  tires  !  " 

So  the  colt  was,  as  it  were,  turned  out  to  grass.  T 
official  explanation  was  that  between  nineteen  a 
twenty  there  occurred  a  dangerous  period— twenty-c 
was  a  yet  more  dangerous  age.  And  I  had  overgra 
my  strength! 

I  liked  that—/  who  could  vault  the  counter  twen1 
five  times  back  and  forth,  leaning  only  on  the  fing( 
of  one  hand  i 

Something  during  the  long  summer  days  drew  i 
persistently  to  the  Deep  Moat  Woods.  Some  magi 
of  danger  past  and  gone  for  ever — something,  too, 
nearness  to  the  Uttle  schoolhouse,  to  which,  spite 
my  father  and  myself,  Elsie  had  carried  her  point  a 
returned.  I  was  sulky  and  jealous  about  this — ^mu 
to  Elsie's  indignation. 

"  Mr.  Mustard— Mr.  Mustard !  "  she  said,  .vith  h 


,iriS>'W:^  ,..,  ¥?- 


r  as  if  she 

the  woods 
tic  places 

but  can't 

ve,  know. 

,  he  only 

kail-pot 

none  the 

that,  nor 
ass  of  the 
ly  father, 
ckl  Old 
r  no  fifth 

"  not  for 

iss.  The 
teen  and 
^enty-one 
overgrown 

r  twenty- 
le  fingers 

drew  me 
e  magnet 
J,  too,  of 
,  spite  of 
>oint  and 
is — ^much 

'.vith  her 


A  FIT  OF  THE  SULKS  33, 

tyt%  cold  and  contemptuous ;    "I    can  keep  Mr. 

wIk  v""  ^  P^«T"ay.  or  ten  of  him-you  too. 
J<»eph  Yarrow,  moppmg  about  the  woods  hke  a  sick 

^  A  A  •     "*  "®*  ^^  *^®  °**°  yo^r  father  is !  " 
And,  indeed,  I  never  set  myself  up  to  be. 

The  day  I  am  teUing  about  was  a  Saturday     Elsie 
was  to  have  gone  for  a  walk  with  me ;  I  expected  it.  But, 
msteaj  she  mformed  me  in  the  morning,  when  I  met 
her  setting  out  to  go  to  the  school-house  for  an  extra 
lesson,  that  she  had  arranged  to  spend  the  afternoon  with 
lather  m  his  office,  going  into  her  grandfather's  affairs. 
Mr.  Yarrow,"  she  said,  "  thinks  that  everything 
which  my  grandfather  possessed  before  he  began  to  kiU 
people  a  quite  rightly  mine.    He  had  weaved  hard  for 
tnat.    It  would  have  been  my  mother's,  and  it  ought 
to  be  mine,  too.    Even  a  bad  man,  your  father  says, 
ought  to  be  aUowed  to  do  a  little  good  after  he  is  dead. 
If  It  can  be  arranged  honestly.    That  is  what  your 
father  sa3rs.  ' 

"  My  father  !  "  I  repeated  after  her  bitterly,  "  it  is 
always  my  father  now." 

♦k"  ^?  ^"^ ''^'' '  "  ''"^^  ^^^'  fi^«  "P. "  he  gi  ^es 
the  best  and  wisest  advice,  and  it  would  tell  on  you 
Master  Joe.  if  you  took  it  a  Uttle  oftener." 

No  wonder  mother  prefers  Harriet  Caw  !  "  Imut- 
lt.r  u^?  *^®  ^^^^  moment  I  would  have  given  all 
that  I  had  m  possession  to  have  recalled  the  words,  but 
It  is  always  that  way  with  a  tongue  which  runs  too  easily. 
Turmng.  Elsie  gave  me  one  long  look,  hurt,  indignant, 
ahnost  anguished.  Then  she  went  slowly  up  the  stairs 
and  m  ten  minutes  her  Uttle  chest  and  bundle  of  wrapj 
wwe  out  on  the  yard  pavement.  I  saw  her  bargaining 
with  Rob  Kmgsman  to  take  them  across  to  Nance 
Edgar  a  for  her.    And  I  think  she  took  a  shilling  out 
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of  her  lean  puree  to  give  him.  I  tell  you  I  felt  li 
hog.  I  wa5  a  hog.  I  knew  it  and,  shamefaced,  be 
me  to  the  woods  as  to  a  sty. 

I  had  wounded  Elsie  to  the  quick,  and  wronged 
father  also.  ...  I  did  not  believe  that  either  of  t 
would  ever  forgive  me.  For,  of  course,  she  woul< 
straight  and  tell  father  I  did  not  feel  that  I  could 
go  back.  At  the  wood  edge  I  turned  and  looked  on< 
the  smoke  curling  up  from  the  chinmey  of  "  the  Mou 
kitchen.  It  was  so  hot  there  was  no  fire  in  anj 
the  other  rooms.  Ah,  'home,  sweet,  sweet  km 
Then  I  peeped  at  the  schoolhouse,  and  saw 
Mustard  and  Elsie  walking  slowly  up  to  the  front  < 
together.  She  had  had  that  extra  lesson,  the  natui 
which  she  had  not  thought  fit  to  tell  me.  Then 
would  go— -weU,  no  matter  where.  It  was  all  < 
between  us  at  any  rate. 

Did  you  ever  know  such  a  fool  ?    Why,  yes— tl 

was  yourself,  dear  reader— that  is,  if  you  have  been  m 

If  not,  it  may  not  even  yet  be  too  late  to  be  fool 

I  wasted  the  day  iu  the  woods.    That  is,  I  took 

my  pocket-book,  jerked  my  fountain  pen  into  sc 

activity,  and  scribbled  verses.    I  was  too  proud  to 

back  home.    And  I  knew  well  that  my  father  1 

pccepted  in  its  fullest  sense  the  doctor's  advice,  " 

him  run  !  "   He  would  neither  send  after  me  himself  \ 

allow  anyone  else  to  meddle  with  my  comings  andgoii 

It  was  curious  and  fascinating  to  linger  about 

Deev   Moat  Woods,  once  so  terrible,  now  becom< 

haunt  of  the  sightseer  and  the  day  tripper.     But  I  v 

had  seen  so  much  there,  and  heard  more,  who  w 

beating  heart  had  adventured  so  often  into  th 

darkling  recesses,  could  not  lose  all  at  once  the  impi 

sion  of  brooding  danger  they  had  given  me,  ever  sii 
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SoShiT^r"*''!  ^^  p^'p^^  ^*h  blobs  ^d 

^^n  the  ites"'^"    '''  ^"^^   <^-<^   «^owed 
I  stood  le^  against  the  trunk  of  a  tree    the 

mTlr  .^"^  ^°T  ""^^^^^"^  '^'-^  ^  about 
me.  In  those  days  I  was  a  hmber  yomig  fellow 
enough  and  could  have  acted  model  for  L  illi^tr^t^T 
pai^  hero  quite  fairly-Childe  Harold,  the  ^^r 
of  Ravenswood,  or  one  of  those  young  bougl^  to 

^tle    of    Edmburgh,    as   a  sign  that  they  must 

Of  couree  I  had  no  business  to  be  there  at  that  time 
of  night,  but  my  own  loneliness  and  Elsie's  desertion 
made  me  stay  on  and  on~miserable  and  cheriSf  my 
mi^.  pettmg  my  "  sulks."  and  swearing  tHS 
that  I  would  never,  never  give  in-WforgiveX^ 
««^retum  to  those  who  had  so  ill  used  and^^S^.' 

Yes.  what  a  fool,  if  you  like !    But  I  wasn't  the  first 

Then,  quick  and  chillish,  Hke  the  breaking  of  cold 
sweat  on  a  man.  though  he  doesn't  know  qSite  why 
th^e  passed  over  me  the  thriU  which  telll  a  fellow 
ttathe^notalone.    Yet  anything  more  lonely  thanZ 
Moat  Pond  nans,  with  what  remained  of  the^„Se 
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hulk  of  the  tower  cutting  the  tky— the  same  from  w1 
Jerony  had  hurled  himself-- could  not  be  imagine 

Nevertheless  I  did  iio<  breathe  that  night  air  al 
'  I  was  sure  of,  that.    The  bats  swooped  and  recove 
seeing  doubtless  the  white  blur  of  my  face  in  the  i 
of  the  tree  shadows. 

Before  me  I  could  see  the  grran  lawn  all  tram] 
that  had  been  Miss  Orrin's  pride.  The  lilies  y 
mostly  uprooted  to  aUow  of  the  perquisitions  of 
law.  But  whether  it  was  somethhig  supernatural 
which  at  the  time  I  was  quite  in  a  mood  to  believe] 
merely  owing  to  the  moving  of  a  soil  so  jatgoint  i 
the  exhalations  of  the  marsh— certain  it  is  that  I 
the  distinct  outline  of  a  man's  body,  with  lii 
extended,  lie  in  the  same  place  where  each  of  M 
Hobby's  "cases"  had  been  interred.  They  \ 
marked  out  with  a  kind  of  misty  fire,  like 
phosphorus  when  a  damp  match  won't  strike- 
bright  like  the  boiling  swirl  in  a  vessel's  wake.  E 
of  them  kept  quite  still.  There  was  no  moven 
save,  perhaps,  that  of  a  star,  when  you  see  it  thro 
the  misty  air  low  on  the  horizon  of  the  west,  and  kirn 
swaying,  which  after  all  may  only  have  been  in  my  h< 

I  don't  think  I  was  particularly  frightened  at  first, 
had  had  some  chemistry  lessons  with  Mr.  Ablethoi 
and  we  had  gone  pretty  far  on— boiling  a  penny  in 
kind  of  add,  and  making  limestone  fizz  with  anot 
— nitrochloric,  or  hydrochteric,  I  think.  So  I  ki 
enough  not  to  be  frightened — at  least  not  very  ba< 

But  what  I  saw  next  scared  me  stiff.  I  don't  h 
the  iact.    And  so  it  would  have  scared  you  I 

There  was  something  on  (he  lawn,  dabbling  among 
shiny  glimmer  of  the  uprooted  lily  plots,  crouching  t 
scratching  I 
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CHAPTER  XXXIX 
THE  THING  THAT  SCRATCHED 

that  lo^r^pla<L  wWe!^.*^''^^  ^*^^^y  « 

too  thick  Z  he^^ttn  t^  rT  ''  ""  l^'  P^^  ^ 

the  owl  cried  r^y  once  te  five^^^f  ^^^'^  ^^^^ 
I  miilH  ««♦  Z^*"**^*/  once  m  five  mmutes. 

'o/^^^  T^^  S^i  J-  -y  take  it 

ouappomtment  moaniag  lamentabty  to  the  stm  i 
ltd!  you  I  dripped.    %  body  tinblei  „  St  « 
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shook  the  tree.    So  would  yours  have  done,  if  you 
been  there — perhaps  even  a  bigger  tree. 

Then  some  noise  from  the  opposite  side  of  the  M 
or,  perhaps,  from  beyond  the  Pond,  struck  the  ear  of 
Thing.  I  don't  know  how  a  spectre  disappears.  I  n( 
saw  but  that  on  i,  and  since  then  I  have  lost  all  intei 
But  at  any  ra^e  the  Shape  passed  me  at  a  long  w 
lope,  making  lo  noise  and  going  fast.  Right  under 
nose  it  slipped  silently  into  the  black  deeps  of 
Pond.  I  think  it  sank  underneath,  for  the  i 
moment  I  could  see  no  more  than  a  wet  head,  a  roi 
vague  sphere  that  glistened  faintly,  turning  this 
and  that,  and  very  ghastly.  The  Thing  was  swimn 
and  making  no  noise. 

Then  I  came  to  myself  with  a  sudden  revulsio 

If  there  were,  indeed,  anything  living  on  that  Is 
of  Deep  Moat  Grange — ^yet  another  of  that  hid 
crew  left  free  and  alive — ^the  sooner  the  world  Ii 
about  it  the  better.  I  had  always  thought,  and 
father  had  said  that  the  official  researches  in  the  c 
combs,  called  after  the  old  Cistercian  Monks, 
been  much  too  smnmary. 

The  moisture  came  slowly  back  to  my  mouth.  I 
still  scared,  of  course,  but  I  had  got  over  the  para 
that  comes  with  a  first  surprise.  If  the  Thing  c 
swim,  I  could  run,  though  not  quite  so  noiselessl; 
there  was  an  abundance  of  brushwood  which  I  hi 
traverse,  while  the  wave  undulated  like  oil  off  the  < 
ture's  back,  as  from  an  otter  crossing  a  stream, 
never  saw  anything  swim  so  lightly  and  yet  so  fa 

It  crossed  the  Pond  obliquely,  evidently  makin 
the  entrance  of  the  Backwater.  I  could  not  f( 
directly.  You  see,  I  was  constrained  to  cross  a1 
drawbridge.    But,  between  ourselves,  I  burned 
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PJJ^under  my  feet.    I  have  many  timet  run  fatt.  but 
^.o  quickly  a.  then.    Talk  about  .econd  wkidl 
i^d  courage  »  worth  ten  of  it  any  day ;  quite  u 
real,  too,  though  leas  talked  about. 
It  .eemed  a  dreadful  long  way  round  about,  and  my 

R^*  T      *^  ^^°'^'  ^*  ^'  ^°"^d  find  me. 
But  T  got  there  just  ahead. 

tXZ       ^- ;'•''  'L_'  *"■' »  »*«P  "d  bent  wS 

^  ^e  the  shan>  dick  of  aliding  iron.  A  Mwre 
«.^  «/n  »  «'e  canal  Lk.  s4,2w 
entrnd,  and  the  door  >hut  with  several  ierki  HW 
»«^««y  in  i,,,req»«.t  »age.    The  iSgCvSj! 

^ertheless  I  had  had  a  certain  lesson  some  time 

»  ™.?^        *^  ^•™»°'  *'«'>«b  in  all  probability  just 
so  much  the  more  dangerous  and  cruel  for  that     He  ot 

tt^^d  *  T"  °'  *'  "™  ^  ""^  "r.  Ab^ 
inorpe  had  made  me  enter. 

devds  brood  m  their  ancient  haunts,  and  the  sooner 
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that  the  world  was  warned,  the  better.  Or,  at  least 
I  would  tell  my  father,  and  he  would  get  together  j 
few  determined  men,  who  would  not  be  afraid  to  ac 
according  to  their  consciences  and  the  necessities  o 

the  case. 

As  for  fear,  it  had  clean  gone  from  me.  A  kindo 
singing  came  into  my  head  instead,  but  not  in  my  ean 
which  seemed  to  act  with  extraordinary  acutenesa 
After  all  it  was  splendid  to  know  what  no  one  else  oi 
earth  knew.  Besides,  I  would  show  them  all,  especially 
Elsie,  what  I  could  do,  acting  alone.  They  despise* 
me,  laughed  at  me,  yet  here  was  I  I  had  been  away  al 
day,  without  food,  without  a  soul  thinking  about  m 
or  caring  for  me.  Nevertheless  I,  Joe  Yarrow,  whon 
everybody  thought  an  idler,  a  mere  waster  of  preciou 
time,  would  spring  this  news  upon  the  world  I 

And  so  I  might,  but  for  one  thing. 

To  get  away  I  had  to  pass  the  wall  of  the  old  orchar 
and  the  flagstone  on  which  Mr.  Ablethorpe  and  I  ha( 
seen  Mad  Jeremy  stamping  down  with  such  fore* 
Now,  if  I  had  not  been  such  a  conceited  young  man  (m; 
father's  words),  or  so  taken  up  with  getting  the  bette 
of  Elsie  (that  young  person's  own  opinion),  I  woul 
have  known  that  any  of  the  crew  who  knew  the  secre 
of  the  iron  door  and  the  bricked  passage  would  also  b 
sure  to  know  that  of  the  flagstone  and  the  way  out  b 

the  orchard. 

But  at  any  rate  it  did  not  occur  to  me  at  the  tinw 
I  thought  solely  about  getting  home,  arming  a  banc 
and  coming  to  watch  for  the  scratcherof  the  lily  bed 
the  swimmer  of  the  Backwater,  the  creature  which  ha 
opened  and  shut  the  iron  door— no  easy  task,  as  ir 
knew,  Mr.  Ablethorpe  and  I. 

So  I  skirted  the  water  edge  of  the  old  orchard  hastih 
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wdkmj  was  difficult     But  there  Mras  stiU  a  good  deal 

withT--^"J*  about  the  middle,  just  where  the  gates 
r^?^  *''°^'"  ^^°°»  **^  '^^^o^*'  f^r  it  had  been 

?o  S^R.^'r''-.  ^^  **^^  ^"  *  *»»«^  ^"t  across 
:?««.  «^ckjoad.  I  passed  between  the  damaged 
stone  posts,  which,  however,  stiU  stood  upright.  As  I 
did  so.  something  sprang  at  me  with  the  growl  of  a 

t&^M     ^^^»»-<"yti«»e  to  glance  upland  even 
then  I  could  see  no  more  than  a  vaguely  shining  head 
and  anann  uplifted  to  strike,  with  sSnetSteSi 
u>  It  hke  a  crescent  moon.  *  ^^^^ 

There  was  no  time  for  defence.    There  was  no  time 

uLT^l^.  ^l  '^^'  ^^''  °^  man-more  be^ 
Wse  now  than  human-was  upon  me  and  bore  me 

ttZ\  ^"*  r^K.^^*  the  dai;^  was  in  the  ^r   I 
heard  a  sound  which  ip^^eared  to  me  not  at  aU  like  a 

^-more  hke  a  spit  of  fire  when  a  log  sparks  on  the 

neartft     And  m  a  moment  I  was  prone  on  my  face 

bnujed  «u,d  beaten  dowr  by  the  >^ht.    I  TearSa' 

angle  of  steel.    I  supposed  that  I  was  wounded-that 
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CHAPTER  XL 
WANTED— A  PENNY  IN  THE  SLOT 

WHEN  I  came  to  myself  the  moon  had  riien- 
riten  good  and  high,  too— for  it  showed  w 
above  the  orchard  wall  where  it  was  broken,  and  ov( 
the  palisades  with  which  Hobby  Stennis  had  mende 
it  with  his  own  hand. 

Elsie  was  seated  by  me.  She  had  opened  up  n 
coat,  and  undone  my  waistcoat  and  shirt  at  the  nee 
There  was  a  pleasant  cookiess,  and  she  was  sloppii 
about  with  a  wet  handkerchief— not  very  big,  indee 
being  one  of  her  own,  and  better  adapted  for  dabbii 
dry  girls'  eyes,  than  for  recovering  a  man  out  of  a  fair 

I  sat  up. 

"  How  did  you  come  here  ?  "  I  said. 

"  How  did  you  ?  "  she  answered,  very  shortly 
"Uestilll" 

"  Shan't ! " 

"  Still  in  the  sulks  ?  " 

"  I  say,  Elsie,  what  was  titat?" 

"  What  ?  " 

I  was  looking  all  about,  you  may  be  sure,  and  a  ht< 
way  off  under  the  shadow  of  the  great  broken-dov 
gates  of  the  orchard,  I  saw  a  heap  He  darkly,  curious 
loose  and  stretched  out,  a  kind  of  wisp  in  the  form  of 
man,  something  Uke  a  Guy  Fawkes  dragged  throu( 
water  instead  of  fire. 
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JJT}^!^  \    ^  ^^'  *°  niy  eyes  at  least.  stiU 
glowed  faintly  phosphorescent. 

"rAa</"  I  said  briefly. 

'•  ^  k""^  °°  ?y  ^^"^  *°  «^*  astonishment. 
Th«»  he  wasn't  dead  after  aU,  when  he  jumped 

X\:Xr        '°'  ''  '''  *°""  ^'^  '^^"^"^ 
saiH  FiaT^i  ""f*-^*  ^^  o'^y  a  little  habit  of  his." 

"  Because  lie  would  have  kiUed  you.  if  I  had  not ! 
Hewaswaitmgforyoutopass.    Only,  as  it  hap^^ 
had  been  waitmg  longest.    I  knew  you  were^  the 

::?dfaTher^^  ^^  ^^  ^^"-    B-i<ii-l^e  Icilled  my^ 

''  But  your  grandfather " 

''  No  matter— he  was  my  grandfather  1  " 
And  what  did  you  kiU  him  with  ?  "    I  was  sitting 
up  now,  quite  myself,  and  intensely  curious     EkS 
always  says  that  merely  wanting  to  know  will'  restore 
me  qmcker  than  a  whole  apothecaries'  haU 
She  affected  not  to  hear. 

"  l' tow"^'*  '*''  '^*^°''*  ""^  ^^^'  all !"  she  taunted. 

"Don'tyou  mind  having  killed  him  ?"Ia8ked     As 

li^^I         "^  ^^'^^  '^^  ^^^y  *="*  «"*  of  n»y  mind  if 
I  had  done  as  much. 

"  9^  *i°.^  ^  ^^'"  sbe  answered ;  "  didn't  I  tcU 
you  he  killed  my  grandfather  ?  " 

Then  it  was  that  I  began  to  believe  that  after  all 
th«^  was  sometyng  in  blood.  And  I  resolved,  there 
^d  then,  tibat  when  Elsie  and  I  were  married  I  LhoSd 
behave,  and  give  her  no  cause  to  take  an  odd  shot  at  me. 
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"But  what  did  you  do  it  with?"  It  was  ih 
second  time  of  asking. 

"  Dum-dum  1 "  said  she. 

"  What !  "  I  cried ;  "  then  my  father  gave  you  tha 
beautiful  long-barrelled  Webley  he  took  from  me  ?  " 

"  Well,  don't  sulk  about  it — there's  no  time !  "  8h< 
cried.  "  Of  course  he  gave  it  to  me — as  soon  as  yoi 
had  gone  out — said  I  might  need  it,  with  all  the  excite 
ment  among  the  Bewick  pit  folk.  So  I  had  a  specia 
pocket  made  for  it,  and  I  have  carried  it  about  eve 
since.    This  is  the  first  chance  I've  had,  though  I  " 

I  looked  at  her  in  astonishment.  This  was  the  gir 
who  was  afraid  of  mice. 

"  But  don't  you  mind — that  ?"  I  pointed  over  m] 
shoulder  at  the  heap  under  the  archway.  The  mooi 
was  creeping  upward  towards  the  zenith,  and  the  ligh 
had  now  illuminated  the  dark  face  and  wet,  snak] 
curls  of  that  which  had  been  Mad  Jeremy.  I  wen 
nearer  to  look  at  him.  I  wanted  to  make  sure  that  h( 
was  indeed  dead. 

The  bullet  had  entered  a  trifle  behind  one  eai 
traversed  the  base  of  the  skull,  and  come  out  by  thi 
opposite  temple.  This  time  there  was  no  mistake- 
the  creature  was  dead. 

Two  little  crones  of  white  cauf^t  my  eye,  one  ove 
each  bullet  hole.  She  saw  me  bend  down  to  examine 
them. 

"That's  the  Geneva  pattern,"  she  said  calmly 
"  It's  plaster  from  my  '  First  Aid  to  the  Wounded 
case.  I  always  carry  it — so  convenient  Now  let  u 
go  back  and  tell  Mr.  Yarrow  t  " 

"  Before  we  start,"  I  said,  "  I  think  you  had  bette 
give  me  that  pistol,  and  after  this  you  stick  to  you 
First  Aids  1 " 
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"^l^^'^^u""^  *°  "*y  ^^"*  ^^'"  *he  retorted, 
^^wouldnthave  needed  any  aidiK-fiist.  second,  or 

X^^^T  "^^  1:^  ^"^^^  °^  **•  but'beca  Ju 


I  a?«.ltiL  '^'*'  T^  *°  teU-about  how  Elsie  and 
I  quarreUed  and  made  up-that  of  course.  How  Mr 
Yarrow,  semor.  would  and  Mrs.  Yarrow  wouldn't" 

Mr  m3  "^  '!  P^*2"f^  "*"  ^^"*  "^^^  Caw.  and 
Mr.  Mustard  pestered  Elsie  on  his  own  account.    Then 

there  IS  aU  about  how  we  were  at  last  rid  of  the  Caw 

^erk  ^1  ""^  ^°^^*^  ^*»^'  ^^  -ho  rid  us^ 
h«f?:  ^***j  «  a  "PPing  part.  There  isn't  so  much 
battle,  murder,  and  sudden  death  in  all  this,  but  it's 

ZTtTZ'Z'T'I'^'  ^P^^^y  *h«  P^  -here  Elsie 
and  I  decided  to  take  our  fate  into  our  own  hands.  It 
an  came  nght  enough  in  the  end.  of  courae  or  I 
shouldn't  be  writing  like  this,  looking  out  oTZ'ZJ> 

^:x^^'  ^'^^^^  ^°^'  -^  iiste4  to^:s 

But  for  certain  prirate  reasons  Ebie  and  I  want 
ahttle  more  money  this  year.  She  is  sewing  aZ 
Utea ho»e  on  fee,  „iu,  h„  t„,  „„  ^^^  fen^ty'^ 

hMith     So  if  you  want  to  know  about  it.  just  Mster 
some  editM-  man  to  get  u,  to  write  it  aU  iut  for  Um 
And  we  win  do  it  gladly.  ^' 

As  for  me,  I  am  worldng  up  quite  a  eood  i  fi»« 
«>nuection  on  this  side  ofV  Wder  trmy  ..^ 
You  see.  Elsie  couldn't  stand  the  neigLurt.^"i 
Breckons.de  and  Deep  Moat  GrangeX  wto  had 
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happened.  And»  indeed,  I  don't  blame  her.  He 
opbakta  on  mice,  black  beetles,  and  the  two  Caw.girl: 
particularly  Harriet,  is  still  unchanged— even  thoug 
Harriet— but  there,  I  really  can't  go  on  with  thfr  stoc 
without  another  penny  in  the  slot. 

It  is  quite  enough  to  say  that  Aphra  Orrin  g< 
imprisonment  for  life  in  an  asylum  for  criminal  lunatic 
that  I  got  Elsie,  and  that  Elsie  seems  m  a  fair  way  i 
get  what  will  take  her  thoughts,  once  and  for  all,  o 
the  gloomy  woods  and  terrible  waters  which  surronx 
the  house  of  Deep  Moat  Grange. 
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